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REALISED WISHES. 




PART FIRST. 

|F you will follow me, dear reader, to the 
south of England, I will lead you to 
one of the loveliest spots on God's 
beautiful earth; and whilst you gaze 
delighted upon its many charms, I will tell you a 
tale of "realised wishes" which first had 'their 
origin in the lovely nooks and dells which lie 
before you. Are you a lover of nature 1 Then 
you will not complain if I pause a while, and bid 
you listen to that soft murmuring sound which falls 
upon the ear like the distant ripple of the ocean. 
It comes from those grand old pine-woods which 
clothe the summits of the surrounding hills ; and 
as the gentle breeze that now caresses them rises 
higher and higher, and the fierce wind shakes the 
slender pines to their base, that sdt murmur is 
changed into a melancholy dirge, bi^aAaxi^ ^^ 
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very spirit of regret over the sad mutation of all 
earthly things. 

But on the verge of those gloomy woods an 
edifice is rising, whose significant answer will be : 
"The grass withereth, the flower fadeth, but the 
word of our God endureth for ever." For there 
the chisel and hammer of the workman are heard ; 
soon will be seen a temple dedicated to the Lord ; 
and the " wilderness and the solitary place shall be 
glad," and "rejoice even with joy and singing." 
Below, on the sunny slopes, are waving corn-fields 
ready for the harvest ; and, could the eye penetrate 
the depths of that wooded valley, it would view a 
scene of the same rare beauty, which poesy has so 
well described. For 

** There weary eyes 

May feast, and pall not, upon nature's charms ; 
And in the shade of moss-grown rock and tree. 

Where low-voiced waters run 'neath sheltering arms 
Of crag and bower, the heart may learn on Thee 

To lean, Thou All-beneficent ! whose love and power 
Are pledged to guide Thine own in every trying hour." 

There the road winds through a rocky glen, and 
undef over-arching trees, until it reaches a spot 
which nature has adorned with most unsparing 
hand. High rocks, piled up in most picturesque 
confusion, and cleft with many a yawning fissure, 
down which it is fascination to gaze, but would be 
death to fall — narrow paths winding up their steep 
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acclivities, and leading to many a shady dingle, 
cool grotto, or elevated spot, whence a glorious 
panorama of the surrounding country is obtained. 

Similar rocks, but smaller, dot the surface of the 
common which skirts the other side of the valley, 
and rises in rugged steeps to a level with the op- 
posite hills. Fair indeed is this common in the 
early summer time, when the golden blossoms of 
the gorse bushes fill the air with their fragrance ; 
when the tiny lambkins frisk around their timid 
mothers ; and the sedate leader of the herd, with 
tinkling bell, calls her companions to seek with her 
the refreshing waters of the shady pool. 

Varied are the scenes the quiet observer here 
may note. Troops of merry children, building 
wondrous castles amid the fine white sand at the 
base of the rocks, or performing prodigies of valour 
by climbing to the highest points, to the great alarm 
of nurse-maids and mothers. Boys of larger growth 
enjoying the manly game of cricket j youths and 
maidens wandering in the more secluded parts, 
and whispering — what is not intended for either 
your ear or mine, dear reader ! The portly man 
of wealth, rejoicing in his thousands, and thinking 
more of them, and how to increase them, than of 
the pleasant scene around him \ the broken-down 
man of pleasure, who has found out that " all is 
vanity;" the proud aristocrat, and l\v^ dsSvc-aX^ 
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invalid, whose face speaks of the spirit-land to 
which she is hastening, — ^all these and many others 
may here be found enjoying the freshness of the 
morning, or the soft glow of the sunset hour. Swiss 
chdlets^ built under the shadow of the rocks, add 
much to the picturesque beauty of the scene j hand- 
some villas, standing in park-like grounds, and 
seen through the rich foliage of sheltering woods, 
crown many an eminence ; whilst the pretty little 
town of HeatherclifT lies snugly in the valley. 

It was on a lovely summer's morning, some two 
or three years ago, that a merry group of youthful 
friends were wending their way through the shady 
lanes which lead to the rocky glen before de- 
scribed. They were evidently bent upon enjoying 
themselves in true country fashion, for baskets of 
various forms and sizes gave intimation of z.piC'nic; 
whilst books were not wanting to amuse the more 
intellectual of the party. And so it was — " a day 
in the woods " was before them \ and that being, 
to some at least, the very essence of enjoyment, 
no wonder if for a time they left dull care behind, 
and gave full rein to the joyous excitement and 
delighted admiration inspired by the fairness of 
the scene around them. 

Fixing on a well-known spot where all should 
meet — ^when frail humanity felt the need of some- 
what more substantial food than nature's beauties. 
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however great, can aflford — the friends dispersed 
to wander at their own sweet will, either alone, or 
with chosen companions, through the shady glades 
of the woodland \ and climb, with daring step, the 
sides of the giant rocks which towered above them. 

One little group, more thoughtful than the rest, 
and evidently composed of warmly-attached friends, 
though very different in appearance and disposi- 
tion, found ample source of amusement in the 
many interesting objects of nature's curious handi- 
work which were scattered around. And whilst 
they are investigating with delight the wondrous 
structure of the rocks, speculating on their origin, 
or gleaning floral treasures from their nooks and 
crannies, a few words descriptive of the fair geo- 
logists themselves may not be deemed amiss. 

Edith Beresford — the eldest — slight in form, 
with quick flashing eyes, an air of quiet determina- 
tion, and dignified independence, formed a great 
contrast to the fair-haired Clara Howard, with her 
gentle look and sweet, loving smile. 

Ada Selwyn completed the trio ; and about her 
there was an indescribable grace, united to a coun- 
tenance of remarkable intelligence. She it was 
who directed the attention of her companions to 
the peculiar formation of the rocks they were 
examining ; for she loved to trace the hand of the 
Creator in the works of His creation. 
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" See, dear Edith," she exclaimed, " how evident 
are the marks of volcanic agency in the mighty 
chasms which divide what doubtless was, originally, 
one unbroken chain of rocks !" 

" Yes,'' returned Edith, " and the sides of the 
chasms, which must at first have been rugged and 
uneven, are now worn so smooth, that we can 
hardly doubt the presence of water in some by- 
gone age. Perhaps where we now stand was once 
the bed of some mighty river, or of the ocean 
itself, and these the cliffs which bound its raging 
billows." 

"What a strange idea !" exclaimed Clara. " I 
wish you would look at this beautiful fern I have 
just found — it is called the ^ Hymenophyllum Tun- 
bridgense,^ " 

" Clara cares more for the present than the past, 
and prefers realities to speculations," said Edith, 
laughing ; " she never will philosophise much 
about an)rthing. But this really is lovely ! We 
must take it home with us, if it is not too delicate 
to transplant to the smoke-burdened air of London. 
But listen, Ada, how curiously this rock vibrates 
when I strike it, just like a bell ; what can be the 
cause?" 

" Indeed, Edith, I am not geologist enough to 
tell you," replied Ada j " and my ignorance makes 
me feel more deeply how infinite are the mysteries 
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of creation, compared with the finite intelligence 
of man. Look at that ponderous rock, towering 
high above our heads, does it not make you think 
of that striking address to the infidel 1 — 

* Infidd, who with thy finite wisdom 
Wouldst grasp things infinite, and dost become 
A scoffer of God's holiest mysteries. 
Behold this rock, then tremble and rejoice. 
Tremble I for He who form'd the mighty mass 
Could in His justice crush thee where thou art : 
Rejoice ! that still His mercy spares thee.' " 

Ada's remarks were here interrupted by the 
sound of merry laughter, followed by the appear- 
ance of Lena Selwyn — ^a winsome little sprite, 
whose arch, mischief-loving countenance proclaimed 
her a mortal foe to anything she might be pleased 
to deem dull or prosaic. She was accompanied by 
Gertrude Beresford, Edith's younger sister, and the 
two had evidently had a warm discussion on some 
subject interesting to both. 

" I bring you a traitor, Ada," exclaimed Lena — 
"one who is faithless to the memory of *Auld 
Langsyne'j for, would you believe it? she actu- 
ally dares to prefer the south to the bonnie north, 
and would forsake her childhood's home for that 
of strangers!" 

" Ada, don't listen to her, or she will make you 
believe all kinds of strange things," said Gertrude. 
" I was only saying how much 1 should ASiLfc \.o\\n^ 
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here, and leave that noisy London ; not instituting 
any comparison with our own dear land. No, 
lovely as the scene is, I would gladly change it for 
the hills and dales of our native place ; but our 
best and dearest are no longer there^ whilst new 
ties have sprung up to endear this to our hearts." 

"What a compliment to us, Ada! I am half 
inclined to quarrel with this quiet Clara, who says 
nothing, but nevertheless seems to be the loadstone 
which is drawing our friends further from us." 

" Only as distance is concerned, dear Lena," said 
Edith. " We shall never forget the friends of our 
happy school-days; and I only wish we could 
carry out that sage idea of yours, Ada, and estab- 
lish a home for happy ' O. M.'s,' where we could 
all live together." 

" Yes," replied Ada, " and what a fine place * St 
Mary's Abbey,* the scene of our school exploits, 
would be for the purpose 1 It was a nimnery, once 
upon a time, you know." 

"And, oh Edith!" said Lena, "do you remem- 
ber the long dark passages, and the frights we had 
when stealing down the old oak staircase in the 
middle of the night, in order to learn- our repetition 
lessons by the kitchen fire?" 

" And the pleasant rambles through the wood, 
and on the banks of the river," remarked Gertrude; 
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" which oiir stately lady governess allowed us as a 
special treat on holiday afternoons ! " 

" Her maternal vigilance was ever on the alert, 
though," interrupted Lena; "and woe betide us 
poor damsels if any intruder in male attire became 
visible ! That was a certain signal for us to be- 
come /^visible ; and I fancy I still hear the per- 
emptory command — 'Young ladies, retire!' But 
those were happy days — I often wish they would 
return ! " 

"So do I !" and "So do I !" echoed more than 
one voice ; whilst Gertrude impatiently exclaimed, 
"And now we are shut up in that disagreeable 
London, where all is noise, bustle, and confusion, 
from one o'clock in the morning to twelve at night! 
People there seem to think of nothing but making 
money, unless it be how to spend it as quickly as 
possible in the theatres and shops ! But the worst 
of all, to me, is the cold artificial society of that 
vaunted city. It is said you may live there ten 
years without exchanging a word with your next 
door neighbour, and I quite believe it. As for the 
clergy — the highest and the poorest classes may 
sometimes see them enter their dwellings, but the 
middle, scarcely ever ! There may be a higher 
degree of polish, but, in my humble opinion, it can 
never atone for the want of that genuine feeling 



lo Realised Wishes. 

and warm-heartedness which characterise our north 
countrymen." 

" Bravo, Gertrude!" cried laughing Lena; " then 
you are true at heart after alH" 

" Yes, but still, if I might choose, I would live 
here; it would be such a privilege to be always 
near our dear friend, Mrs Howard, and to be able 
to attend the ministry of Mr O'Neile. I fancy he 
is something like my ideal of what a minister 
ought to be — the father of his flock. You know 
what he is in the pulpit ; with what earnestness he 
speaks to his people, not sparing their self-love in 
the slightest degree, but striving, with all the warm 
eloquence of his Irish nature, to lead them to the feet 
of the Saviour. How I should like to meet him in 
daily life, and find in him, what I have so long 
sought in vain — the * Reverend Teacher,' so beau- 
tifully delineated by Longfellow's graphic pen !" 

"Well, dearest, perhaps your wishes may be 
realised some day," said Clara, " and then it will 
indeed be a pleasure to welcome you to Heather- 
cliflf." 

"Thanks; but I fear so bright a future can 
exist only in dreamland! Papa's business ties 
him to London, and there I suppose we must e'en 
be content to remain." 

"Poor Gertrude!" said Lena; "is she not the 
very image of '/^patient resignation?' Well, I 
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propose, since this knotty point is at length solved 
— albeit not quite satisfactorily — that we turn our 
investigations in another direction; for I am be- 
coming quite curious to know what those baskets 
we brought with us contain, — a proceeding which 
will doubtless be highly approved by our other 
friends, who must by this time be quite inconsol- 
able for our absence, or their own compulsory 
abstinence." 

So saying the merry girl led the way back to the 
place of rendezvous, where they found only Her- 
bert Howard — z. grave student, cousin of Clara's — 
who was looking around him with an air of the 
greatest dismay, which the appearance of his fair 
friends did not at all tend to diminish. 

"Why, Herbert, what is the matter?" asked his 
cousin. " You look as bewildered as if you had 
been indulging in a quiet little nap, and suddenly 
awoke and found yourself in some strange un- 
known region." 

"Or, perhaps, Mr Howard takes us for the 
genii of the place," said Lena, " come to reproach 
him with being unfaithful to his trust ; for, unless 
my eyes are strangely shortsighted, there are no 
signs of our dinner visible ; and I am half inclined 
to think that whilst he has been dreaming of his 
* lady-love,* some one has quietly carried our baskets 
away." 
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Poor Herbert looked quite confounded at this 
charge ; but tried in vain to defend himself by 
denying having slept upon his post He^ had 
been reading, he admitted; but it was not long 
since he saw the baskets at the foot of the tree 
just before him, and how they could have dis- 
appeared without his knowledge, was beyond his 
comprehension. 

"But what is to be done?" exclaimed saucy 
Lena. " I think it would be only fair if we were 
to pass a decree that, as Mr Herbert has, through 
culpable negligence, caused us to lose our dinner, 
he shall be condemned to provide us with another, 
by what means he thinks best" 

Gladly would Herbert have thus escaped from 
his embarrassment ; but how was he to carry out 
injunctions such as these, in the midst of a soUtary 
wood, where the only source of refreshment was 
the tiny streamlet which flowed through it? To 
his great relief, Ada interposed, with the very sen- 
sible remark that " as the days of magic were past, 
the baskets could not have disappeared without 
hands; and that the hands must have had the 
assistance of feet in order to cany them away; 
consequently, some trace would probably be found 
which might lead to the discovery of the missing 
edibles." 

Ada's wise suggestion was quickly acted upon, 



Realised Wishes. 13 

and in a few minutes Clara announced the dis- 
covery of a small foot-print, — "very much like 
Lena's," she added. 

Herbert gave his cousin a look of intelligence, 
and soon after, the busy searchers were startled by 
a loud cheer, and the exclamation, "Here they 
are!" 

Yes ; there were the baskets, snugly embedded 
in the long, waving grass, and covered in so care- 
fully with large ferns, that none but the most 
curious eye would ever have detected their hiding- 
place. Who had done this % All eyes were turned 
towards the laughing Lena, who, finding she was 
so generally suspected, confessed her delinquency. 

"But how was it Herbert did not see you?" 
asked Clara. 

" Oh, he was so absorbed in his book, that he 
did not notice my approach ; and I could not re- 
sist the temptation to punish him for his inatten- 
tion," replied Lena. "So I crept behind the tree, 
and quietly abstracted one basket after another; 
hid them where you see; made my escape un- 
seen; and rejoined Gertrude, who, lost in her 
own thoughts, had not missed me from her side." 

" Now, Miss Lena, for your punishment," said 
Herbert, " for surely you deserve one ! What shall 
itber 

" Oh, she shall be oiu: attendant nymph " lepY^^i 
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Genmde} ^^and^ in return for all the trouble she 
has given uSf she shall fill the office of ' Hebe, the 
cupAHATtTf whilst we recline at our ease around 
our yntmivft dining-table/' 

^^ Agreed 1" cried Lena ; " but I protest against 
Mr Herbert's freedom from all penance. You must 
admit he was a most unwary guardian, and ought 
to be made to suffer for his negligence." 

" So he ought," responded Clara ; " but I think 
we should all consider full atonement to be made, 
if he would favour us with a few incidents from his 
own eventful life ; for I am anxious to know what 
can have changed him from a thoughtless sailor to 
a grave student of divinity." 

All uniting in the request, Herbert, though 
naturally averse to speak of himself, consented to 
indulge their curiosity ; and when Hebe had per- 
formed her part of the compact, he prepared to 
fulfil his. 

Herbert Howard, from earliest childhood, had 
evinced all a bo/s enthusiasm for the sea. It was 
the object of his most fervent admiration. All his 
brightest daydreams were those which pictured 
Latin Grammar and Greek Delectus triumphantly 
discarded, and the dull class-room exchanged for 
the deck of a noble man-of-war. Being a boy 
of more than ordinary determination, his friends 
deemed it useless to oppose his predilection; 
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though his father had long cherished the hope of 
seeing him adorn the ministry, to which he himself 
belonged. 

So to sea Herbert went, full of glee at having 
gained his point, anticipating a life full of fun and 
adventure, but, above all— of liberty. Poor boy ! 
the scenes his fancy painted were fair and bright, 
but sad was the contrast when they came to be 
realised. Work — ^real work — far harder than any 
he had known at school, was required of him, and 
that by a master far more rigid and exacting than 
his old tutor. 

But the moral nature of the boy suffered the 
most. He was the daily witness of scenes which 
shocked his youthful mind, yet fresh from a mother's 
pure and gentle influence. The commander of the 
vessel, — a stem disciplinarian, but passionate to 
excess, and, when excited, apt to commit the great- 
est injustice, — ruled his men by fear, not by love. 
They quailed before his flashing glance, but in- 
wardly rebelled; and the result was, that whilst 
they appeared to bend to his iron will, they were in 
reality full of insubordination and subterfuge. 

Herbert was a truthful boy; but here he was com- 
pelled to hear and see falsehood in every shape and 
form. His ear was accustomed to the refined lan- 
guage of his father's home ; here it was stunned by 
oaths and words too profane for descriptioii. "BwX. 
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worse than all was the injustice so constantly exer- 
cised. Incapable of overlooking the slightest negli- 
gence, or laxity in duty, the captain punished indis- 
criminately; for the crew, treated like slaves, lost 
the moral courage of men, and refused to own a 
fault they deemed it possible to hide. Hence, the 
innocent often suffered for the guilty, and poor 
Herbert was too frequently made to bear the pen- 
alty of others' oflfences. 

At last the high spirit of the boy could bear this 
no longer — ^he resolved to run away. He put his 
plan into execution whilst his ship was in one of 
the southern ports of India. Obtaining leave to go 
ashore for a few hours, he made his way inland with 
all possible secrecy and despatch, until he reached 
the shelter of the jungle. There he concealed him- 
self for some dajrs, suffering greatly from hunger, 
which he had no means of satisfying further than by 
the wild fruits and berries which nature's hand pro- 
vided. At night he sought a refuge from the wild 
beasts that roamed through the forest, in the lofty 
branches of the friendly trees ; and it was during 
that season of manifold danger that he first learned 
to cast all his care upon Him whom he had hitherto 
so lightly regarded. Swayed about by every breath 
of wind as he reposed in his aerial resting-place, — 
liable at any moment to lose his balance, and be 
precipitated to the ground below, — the savage roars 
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of the wild animals around him filling his mind 
with horror, as he thought of falling within their 
reajch, — he' felt how powerless he was to protect 
himself^ and his proud spirit owned the omnipotence 
of its Creator. There, in that strange wild solitude, 
Herbert reviewed the past ; and, mourning over its 
many errors, resolved, if his hitherto-wasted life 
should be graciously preserved, to dedicate it to 
the service of his Saviour. 

, It was preserved; and when the Defiant had 
left the harbour, and he no longer ran any risk of 
being captured, he ventured to leave his hiding- 
place, anxious to find some means of returning to 
his more-than-ever beloved home. After many 
efforts, he succeeded in inducing the captain of a 
vessel to take him on board, provided he worked 
his passage home. This he was quite willing to do ; 
only too glad to comply with any condition, so 
that he might near the goal of his ardent desires. 

Poor Herbert ! it was a sad termination of all his 
bojrish hopes. Dressed in the garb of a common 
sailor, and sharing the duties of the humblest of the 
crew, few indeed would have recognised the high- 
spirited boy who so short a time before had trod 
with proud exultant step the deck of the Defiant 
But He who can read the heart, knew there was far 
more of real nobility beneath that rugged garb, than 
the jaunty attire of the saucy "middle" ever covered. 
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It was with a manly determination, strengthened 
by prayer, to do his duty faithfully as in the sight 
of God, that Herbert remained steadfast to resist 
all temptation; and never, during that long and 
arduous voyage, did he lose sight of that one great 
point — ^his self-dedication to the Lord. Every spare 
moment was devoted to the study of the Bible, re- 
gardless of the taunts of his careless companions, 
whom, in his turn, he sought to draw within its in- 
fluence. Nor were his efforts useless. Struck by 
the beautiful consistency of his character, and 
secretly admiring his unflinching adherence to the 
principles he professed, more than one of the rough 
men around him felt a wish to learn the secret of 
his strength, and were gradually drawn within the 
one true fold. 

At last the white cliffs of England were sighted, 
and Herbert deemed all his troubles ended. With 
light heart and bounding step he turned to seek his 
childhood's home, picturing the welcome which 
awaited him — ^his sweet mother's fond embrace, 
and his father's warm " God bless you, my boy !" 
And as he trod once more the old familiar lanes, 
and his eyes rested on scenes endeared to him by 
the remembrance of bygone days, his heart was full 
of thankfidness for the great mercy which had 
spared him to revisit them. Deeper still became 
his emotion as he drew nearer and nearer to his 
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secluded village home ; and when, at last, he saw 
the well-known tower of the ancient church, where 
so oft he had knelt by his mother's side, and lis- 
tened to his Other's voice, the intensity of his feel- 
ings found vent in one burst of tears — such as 
would do honour to any manly cheek — ^and a short 
fervent prayer to Him, who, through so many dan- 
gers, had brought him back in safety to his native 
land. This meet tribute paid, not long was Her- 
bert in finding his way to the vicarage, all impa- 
tience to claim his mother's kiss, to hear his fathei^s 
blessing. 

Entering by a small gate a shady path which led 
through the groimds to his mother's own peculiar 
domains, — a lovely flower-garden, upon which the 
windows of her private room opened, — ^he quietly 
approached until he saw that mother's reverenced 
form, seated as of old near the open window, her 
eyes resting on the open book before her, which 
Herbert had little doubt, fi-om the calm and holy 
expression of her coimtenance, was the Bible. 
Checking himself for a moment to gaze upon her, 
he noted the change which time had wrought in 
those gentle features, and wondered if grief for the 
absence of her boy — so wayward and yet so loved 
— ^had deepened the lines which age could scarce 
have traced 

" Dear mother ! perchance even now Vvei 
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thoughts are of me, her prayers for me!'' and 
thinking thus, he sprang forward, and in another 
moment was clasped in his mother's arms. 

Pass we over the next few moments, sacred to 
the warm outpourings of a mother's love, — the heart 
which has felt and appreciated them needs no pen 
to describe them. 

But when the joy of this unlooked-for meeting 
was somewhat calmed, the mother's eye noted the 
change in her boy's outward appearance ; and was 
not less quick to read in his expressive counte- 
nance, marks of that greater inward change which 
had brought him back to her side. 

" Dear Herbert, what is this ? Your dress is that 
of a common sailor ; and you look as if hardship, 
such as my bright little midshipman never dreamed 
of, had been your lot. Tell me, my boy, what is 
the meaning of all this." 

" Ah, dear mother, I little knew what it really 
was to be a sailor when I was so bent upon going 
to sea," he replied ; and then he briefly sketched 
the leading incidents of his eventful voyage, con- 
cluding by saying, " Would I had consulted your 
wishes, my mother, and devoted my youthful 
energies to the service of my Maker ! But," he 
added, with solemn earnestness, "thank God, it 
is not too late ; and the life He has so graciously 
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preserved, shall, for the future, be consecrated to 
Him." 

How Herbert's mother rejoiced to hear these 
words 1 She had mourned over the wayward dis- 
position of her boy, and often prayed that his 
proud spirit might be softened and subdued by the 
Holy Spirit's influence. And now that prayer 
seemed answered, and her heart bounded with joy 
as she pictured him labouring in his Master's vine- 
yard, his best energies devoted to the noble work 
of winning souls to Christ 

"But you are feeling tired, my poor boy, and 
must need both rest and refreshment," she said, 
fondly passing her hand over his dark-brown locks. 
And truly Herbert did require all a mother's care 
and attention, for he was footsore and weary with 
his long and toilsome journey. Nor was he sorry 
to find his father absent, for he was of a proud and 
imperious temper, and his son somewhat dreaded 
the effect his unexpected and uncouth appearance 
might have upon him. 

His fears were not groundless. His father, stung 
by the idea of the disgrace attached to a deserter, 
treated him with the greatest severity, and insisted 
upon him returning at once to his ship. This 
Herbert felt it impossible to do, and explained 
his reasons for wishing to change his profession ; 
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but his father, supposing it merely the effect of 
some boyish caprice, refused to countenance what 
he deemed his desertion, or to aid him in any 
other undertaking. 

Poor Herbert was almost in despair, and but 
for his mother's sweet loving words of comfort, 
would have been well-nigh broken-hearted. She 
tried to soften his father's heart, but in vain ; and 
then her whole aim became to strengthen her boy's 
determination to work his way to the ministry, even 
as he had worked his way from that distant land 
to the home of his aflfections. 

Cheered by her unfailing love, and relying upon 
the all-sustaining power of Divine grace, Herbert 
once more left his father's roof, and retraced his 
steps to the great metropolis. 

To study he was determined ; but how, mean- 
time, was he to live 1 This was the question which 
occupied his mind unceasingly during his long pil- 
grimage, until, wearied with fruitless speculations, 
he once more cast all his care upon the Lord; 
feeling sure that, if in accordance with His will, 
the way would be opened for him. 

And it was opened. An old school friend, to 
whom Herbert related all that had befallen him, 
and who sympathised warmly in all his trials, 
mentioned him to a kind-hearted clergyman, who 
became deeply interested in the would-be student ; 
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and, finding him well grounded in the principal 
elements of a classical education, offered him the 
post of tutor to his sons, promising him leisure for 
private study, and liberty to attend the college 
lectures. Herbert made such diligent use of the 
opportunities thus afforded, that he passed his 
examinations with honour ; and in the course of a 
few years was permitted to fulfil his vow, by enter- 
ing the ministry, and consecrating his life to the 
extension of the truth as it is in Jesus. 

How his mother's gentle heart rejoiced over his 
success, and his father's stem displeasure gave way 
to pride, as he saw the son whom he had rejected 
retrieving past errors; triumphing over all obstacles; 
and filling a post as honourable as his own, — I will 
leave you, dear reader, to imagine; merely add- 
ing, in conclusion, that Herbert's present scene of 
ministerial labours is amongst the sailors, with 
whom are his warmest sympathies; and that his 
own experience of the peculiar evils of their lot, 
aids him not a little in his efforts to draw them to 
his Saviour. 

Such was the substance of Herbert's brief re- 
cital, during which the hushed silence around him 
shewed the deep interest of his auditors, who, 
when he concluded, warmly and earnestly proffered 
their thanks for the effort he had so kindly made 
to overcome his natural reserve fox theii gc^^aSica.- 
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tion. Even the saucy Lena was brought to ac- 
knowledge that he had well redeemed his fault; 
and during the remainder of the evening, her sunny 
face wore a more serious expression than was often 
seen to shadow it ; for Herbert's words had made 
her feel that 

'* Life is real, life is earnest. 

And this world is not our goal." 




PART SECOND. 

[[HE glory of summer had departed; 
ended were its days of rural enjoy- 
ment; and far distant were those 
friends who had roamed so lovingly 
together through the rocky glens of HeathercliiF. 

Ada and Lena Selwyn had returned to their 
northern home; Edith Beresford and her sister 
had bid a tearful adieu to their much-loved friends, 
the Howards; and Gertrude once more chafed 
beneath the cold restraints of a London residence. 
But with the i^lUng leaves of autumn, a deeper 
shadow had fallen upon the sisters ; and the light 
of Edith's eyes was softened and subdued, whilst 
Gertrude had found troubles greater than those 
inflicted by uncongenial society. 

Sorrow had entered their home, and laid its chill 
hand upon their hearts; for their father's health 
was failing, and business cares pressed heavily 
upon him. Deep and sincere was the desu*e they 
felt to lighten those cares ; and for some time they 
had been earnestly seeking direction from above, and 
asking, "Lord, what wouldst Thou have i£v^\.o ^c^V' 
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At length light dawned through the darkness — 
the way seemed clear — and with the buoyancy of 
reviving hope they formed their plans, and wove 
them together with many a bright dream of future 
happiness. 

Strong was then* love for children — ^the sun- 
beams which brighten the households and gladden 
the hearts of many a parent — ^and often had Ger- 
trude declared that if misfortune ever shadowed 
their path, her chosen occupation would be that of 
training the minds of the dear little ones she loved 
so well. And for this most noble work, Edith was 
admirably suited, and shared her sister's feelings 
fully; longing to turn any talents that might be 
hers to the best account, so that she might do her 
part in the great battle of life, or be a labourer, 
however humble, in the Lord's vineyard. And in 
their determination they were greatly encouraged 
by the kindly sympathy of many dear and trusted 
friends who, in this time of trial, nobly proved the 
superiority of the Christian's friendship over that 
of the world ; and even in cold, artificial London, 
some hearts of truest worth were found, who 
evinced, by many a graceful act of kindness, that 
Christian sympathy is not confined to time or 
place. Amongst these were Mr and Mrs Dunbar, 
" for whose sake," Gertrude said, " she thought she 
could even learn to like London." But first in 
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their loving estimation was Mrs Howard, whom 
they loved to call their "Foster Mother;" and 
who so well merited that title, that I must wait 
until greater space can be allowed before I attempt 
to describe her. 

Their northern friends, too, were busy in their 
behalf, and soon they hoped to welcome beneath 
their roof some precious littie charge from a 
mother's or a father's hand. 

But many were the preparations they found it 
necessary to make ere such a change in their mode 
of life could be effected ; and numerous were the 
difficulties which they foresaw would attend it. 

It was in some perplexity of this kind that Edith 
went one morning to consult their kind friend, 
Mrs Dunbar. She found her, as usual, full of busy 
cares for the comfort and welfare of others ; for she 
was a working Christian, and her mornings were 
not trifled away, — ^like those of too many of the 
daughters of our land, — over the fascinating novel, 
or the useless piece of embroidery. 

Baskets of clothing for the poor of her district, 
ready for distribution, or cut out and waiting for 
the seamstress; reports of the ragged school 
founded by herself, and rising into a large and 
useful institution ; cases which had come beneath 
her notice whilst teaching the adult members of 
her evening class, — these were the omaiQtii\s^\aOsv 
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adorned her table, and occupied her attention. But 
not to the exclusion of other kindly sympathies, 
— no ! Greeting Edith warmly as she entered the 
room, she exclaimed, — 

" You look troubled, dear friend ; tell me what 
I cart do to serve you." 

" I am in a little perplexity," replied Edith ; 
"and therefore come to you for advice. You 
know our wish to receive pupils, and the cause of 
it ; but we are still undecided whether to remain 
with dear mamma and papa, or to commence 
alone. We fear the children may annoy them, or 
that the regulations of school life may interfere 
with their plans and occupations. It would be a 
great trial to separate ;" and the tears gathered in 
Edith's eyes as she spoke ; " but if it would be 
better to do so " 

" Do not think of it," interrupted Mrs Dunbar. 
" Your house is spacious ; and from what I know 
of your dear parents, I am sure they will love to 
have the little ones around them. Mrs Beresford's 
kind, motherly care will be a great advantage to 
them, and be considered an inestimable boon by 
many an anxious mother. If that is all, dear girl," 
she added, smiling, " I think you need no longer 
feel any perplexity." 

" No," said Edith, hesitatingly ; and her friend 
there was yet something more upon her 
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mind, with gentle tact soon led her to express the 
feelings that were oppressing her. 

" It is such a responsible undertaking," she said, 
" and I feel so fearful of not doing my duty faith- 
fully. It seems to me such a privilege, such an 
honour, to have the charge of the dear Httle lambs 
of Christ's flock, and I feel so unworthy of it. 
Can it be right, then, for me to undertake it ?** 

" Wait on the Lord : be of good courage, and 
He shall strengthen thy heart : wait, I say, on the 
Lord," said Mrs Dunbar, softly. " You are quite 
right to distrust yourself; but remember who it is 
that has promised, *As thy day, so shall thy 
strength be ;' and doubt not that they who labour 
in the Lord are blessed in their work." 

"Thank you," said Edith, gratefully; "that is 
the best comfort you could have given me. Ger- 
trude laughs at what she terms my gloomy fancies, 
but I shall be more hopeful now." 

" And be assured, dear Edith, that those hopes 
will not disappoint you, so long as they have the 
glory of God for their aim, and their end everlast- 
ing life. I will do all I can to further your wishes, 
for I know and appreciate the motives which 
actuate you, and shall feel the greatest confidence 
in advising my friends to place their children under 
your care. I wish I could send you this little 
darling," she continued — drawing a child who hsad 
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been listening with grave, observant eyes to all 
that passed, closer to her ; " but she is such a pet 
with * papa,' I fear he will never be able to spare 
her." 

" I will not go to school, mamma," interposed 
most decisively the little lady of five short years. 
" Papa says I shall not." 

" Hush, Lily, if you speak in that way. Miss 
Beresford will not wish to have you for her little 
pupil ; but now run away, and ask Emily to take 
you for a walk.^' 

The child obeyed, and bounded out of the room 
with a step light and buoyant as that of a fawn ; 
pausing, however, as she reached the door, to look 
back upon her mamma and Edith, and with a saucy 
little shake of the head, impress upon their minds 
her determination never to go to — school ! 

" She is an anxious charge," said Mrs Dunbar, 
" and has been from her earliest infancy. I have 
often feared to lose her ; and I think the fi*ailness 
of her little life has rendered her doubly precious 
to her father's heart." 

"She has a most expressive little face," said 
Edith ; " and her eyes — with their half-wondering, 
half- inquiring look — speak of an intelligence 
beyond her years." 

"Yes, she is too precocious," returned Mrs 
Dunbar; "and instead of stimulating her mind, 
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we must try to turn its inquiring tendency into 
the more healthful direction of childish amuse- 
ments. And now," she added, as Edith rose to 
depart, " it is for me to prefer a request, for I want 
you to be my companion on Sunday, and take a 
class in my ragged school — ^will you come ?" 

Gladly Edith consented, deeming it no slight 
privilege to be the chosen companion of such a 
friend, and wishful to see the working of the 
schools, of which she had heard so much. 

That Sunday mom dawned clear and bright; 
and Edith hailed with joy the promise of a favour- 
able afternoon for her much-anticipated expedition. 
Hastening, after an early dinner, to join her friend, 
she found her invalid chair already waiting; for 
Mrs Dunbar, though full of the energy of a steady 
and well-directed mind, was, like her little daughter, 
frail and delicate in health. Mr Dunbar, one in 
mind with his wife, and equally earnest in his 
efforts to enlighten the ignorance and ameliorate 
the wretched condition of the poor around them, 
was ready to accompany her ; and thus they pro- 
ceeded through the streets and lanes which led to 
the miserable district which for so many years 
they had sought to reclaim. 

And whilst they wend their way thither, pause 
a while, dear reader, and, if you are a resident in 
the country, contrast, with thankful heart, the dif- 
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ference between your Sabbath and that of the poor 
denizen of the city. 

The scenes which meet his gaze — ^how shall I 
describe them ! The broad and handsome streets 
are on that day, which ought to be one of uest^ 
more than usually crowded with vehicles of every 
description, bearing their occupants to some fa- 
vourite subiurb, where the sacred hours of God's 
holy day will be passed in feasting and revelry. 
The omnibuses, with their Hving freight, roll 
steadily along — no cessation there for the poor 
horse from the unceasing labour which is killing 
him ; no opportunities for the driver or conductor 
to enter the house of prayer, or to care for the 
soul which all this whirl of toil and pleasure is 
hurrying — ^whither? The spacious pavements are 
filled with gaily-dressed pedestrians, all, with few 
exceptions, likewise bent upon amusement. Fruit- 
stalls are standing at the comers driving a busier 
trade than on any other day, and the cry of the 
wandering vendor, "Walnuts, fine walnuts,*' falls 
upon the ear with sad significance. 

But turn into the lanes and alleys which branch 
off on either side, and heavier will be the weight 
upon your heart, as you mourn over a wicked and 
misguided people. 

There the shops are all open, and all hands are 
busy within; for many a tradesman will tell you 
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that he might close his shop entirely if he refused 
to open it on the Sabbath. 

And why is this? Employers! who pay your 
men their weekly wages so late on the Saturday 
night that there is scarce time to make the need- 
ful provision for the following day, — ^husbands! 
who with boon companions hasten to squander 
those hard-earned wages in the drunken revelry of 
the public-house, caring not that your wretched 
wives have no means of procuring the morrow's 
food — answer this question, and say "Peace*' to 
your conscience if you can ! 

Men lounging carelessly at the doors, pipe in 
hand, and perchance poring over some dirty 
newspaper or less innoxious publication; ragged 
little children tumbling about in the dirt, fighting, 
screaming, quarreling ; forlorn - looking women 
standing together in groups, or gossiping across 
the street from their open windows, some virago 
of the party occasionally emulating the scream or 
exhibiting the quarrelsome disposition of the 
children; — these, dear reader, are some of the 
scenes which London presents on the Sabbath- 
day, and which saddened the hearts of Mr and 
Mrs Dunbar, as, with their young friend Edith, 
they passed through them, on their way to the 
ragged school. 

But as they drew nearer to their destinatioTi, ^oiDkfc 
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indications of better feelings became visiMe. The 
men touched their hats respectfiilly, — the little 
wchins tugged at their rusty fwelocks bjr way of 
a bow, — the girls dropped an awkward courtesy, — 
whilst the women stopped their clamour, and 
smiled a pleased acknowledgment of Mrs Dunbar^s 
friendly nod Not all in vain had been her labours 
amongst them ; they loved and respected her ; and 
the homes of many of those poor outcasts bore 
visible proof of the humanising effect of Christian 
intercourse and sympathy. 

On entering the school, Edith was delighted 
with the excellence of its arrangements, and the 
orderly appearance of its motley inmates. They 
were all assembled in the principal room, on either 
side of which were smaller apartments for the 
younger children and senior classes. They all rose 
as Mr and Mrs Dunbar entered, with a glad look 
of recognition, which clearly shewed that the influ- 
ence exercised was that of love. 

The proceedings of the afternoon were com- 
menced by singing the praises of Him whose holy 
name many had never heard imtil they entered that 
school— except when taken in vain. A short, ear- 
nest prayer for a blessing upon the instruction about 
to be given was then offered; after which the chil- 
dren joined their respective classes — the boys occu- 
pying one side of the room, and the girls the other. 
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To Edith's care was intrasted the infant portion 
of both ; an arduous charge indeed for a young be- 
ginner ! Seated in the midst of the " wee " creatures, 
she thought, as she looked round upon them, how 
unlikely it seemed that she would be able to make 
any impression upon their minds. Most of them 
were evidently profoundly ignorant of anything but 
the evil habits already acquired in their wretched 
homes ; and though in the presence of Mr and Mrs 
Dunbar they had, with precocious cunning, behaved 
extremely well, no sooner were they left with a 
stranger than their natural tendencies began to 
exhibit themselves. 

The girls were soon busily engaged in teasing 
and pinching one another ; whilst the boys shewed 
that they were apt pupils in the art of thieving, by 
the adroitness with which they contrived to extract 
from each other's pockets any little article in the 
shape of nut, top, or marble, for which they had a 
fancy. 

Very unpromising, certainly, all this looked ; but 
Edith lifted up her heart in prayer, and then having, 
by the exercise of a little gentle authority, reduced 
the tiny rebels to order, she at once endeavoured 
to engage their interest by speaking to them of 
"Jesus" — and how, when little children were 
brought unto Him, He took them up in His arms 
and blessed them. 
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" And which of you can tell me," she asked, 
"who this kind and tender Jesus wasi" 

"God's own Son, teacher," answered a little 
fellow of more intelligence than the rest 

" Yes, and where was His home?" 

" Here,*' lisped a little creature at Edith's side. 

"No, dear; not here. He came a long, long 
way to bless those little children : He came from 
heaven." 

The little one looked puzzled; so Edith con- 
tinued — " You see Mrs Dunbar every Sunday, but 
she does not live in the school-room, does she ?" 

" Oh, no, teacher ; she lives a long way off, in a 
beautiful house ; father has seen it" 

" That is her home; and though it is so pleasant, 
she gladly leaves it to come here to teach you 
about Jesus. Heaven was His home; He lived 
there with His Father and the holy angels ; but He 
left it all to come down upon earth: — and why do 
you think He did thisi" 

The children hesitated, and at last one answered, 
" To make naughty people good." 

" Just so. He knew they did not love God, and 
that some day they must go to ^" 

" Hell," said a little boy in answer to her look. 

" Yes ; and His kind heart was so sorry for them, 
that He asked His Father to let Him come down 
to earth, that He might teach them the way to 
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teaven. And when He had been here a great 
many years — ^trjring to make them good and happy 
— He died to save them, and then returned to His 
beautiful home in heaven, where He is now waiting 
for all those who love Him and try to please Him." 

" / love Jesus," said the little lisper, slyly putting 
her hand in Edith's. 

" Then, dear, you will try to please Him ; and 
how can you do that 1" 

The little one had evidently not thought of this, 
so Edith tried to explain her meaning. 

" Jesus tells us that if we love Him we shall 
keep His commandments ; you can do this, dear, 
by being kind and loving to all your little com- 
panions, for Jesus says we are to love one an- 
other ; and if you wish to please Him you must 
always speak the truth, for He cannot bear a He. 
Try what you can do during the week, and then 
)rour teacher will tell you next Sunday of somethmg 
else you can do to shew your love for Jesus. But, 
dear child," she added, " do not think you can do 
this without help. You must pray to Jesus, foi 
your heart is very naughty, and unless you ask 
Him to help you, you cannot do anything good." 

" Can Jesus hear me ?" asked the child. 

" Yes, just as well as He could hear the little 
children who were brought to Him when He lived 
on earth ; and if you try to please Him, H.^ Vi^ 
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bless you^ and some day He will take you up in 
His arms, and carry you away to His heavenly 
home, where you will live with Him for ever." 

Edith then read to them that sweet hymn, so at- 
tractive to all childish hearts, 

" I think when I read that sweet story of old," &c. ; 

during which they crowded round her with eager 
attention — most grateful proof to her earnest mind 
that her efforts to excite their interest had not 
been quite unavailing. 

A short address from Mr Dunbar, followed by 
singing and prayer, closed the afternoon; and as 
Edith watched the orderly exit of the assemblage, 
and contrasted their demeanour with that of the 
poor outcasts she had noticed on her way thither, 
she felt how much there was to be thankful for, and 
yet how much more remained to be done. 

She was glad to find still further opportunities of 
investigating these things which were before her ; 
for it was Mrs Dunbar's usual custom to take tea 
with one of the members of her " Mothers' Meet- 
ing," and the poor women deemed it no little hon- 
our to be allowed to entertain their kind friend at 
their own homes. But not at their own cost — ^no ! 
Mrs Dunbar was too considerate for that; and 
though there was not one who would not gladly 
have spent her last penny for that purpose, she 
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insisted upon providing the necessary articles of 
refreshment. 

Mrs Dunbar was a keen reader of human nature. 
She knew that this kind of intercourse was calcu- 
lated to produce a feeling of self-respect on the 
part of those poor women, which, if encouraged, 
might lead to many beneficial results. Nor was 
she mistaken. Somewhat alarmed at first at the 
idea of a lady sitting down to tea in the midst of 
their dirty households, and ashamed for her eye to 
note the dilapidated condition of every article of 
household use, yet flattered by her presence, its 
first effect was to cause a desperate attempt at 
something like cleanliness ; its next, to hoard up 
many of the stray pennies which had gone to the 
public-house, so that a decent cup and saucer, an 
earthen teapot, or even a tiny tablecloth, might 
be purchased, and things be made " a bit tidy for 
the lady." 

This feeling soon spread itself through the house, 
and one thing after another felt the renovating in- 
fluence of the reawakened "self-respect" which 
had so long lain dormant The children's rags 
were washed and mended, rude words were 
checked, for "what would the lady sayl" and 
their own conduct and attire improved visibly 
under the laudable desire to shew respect to their 
guest 
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Sarah Martin, whose turn it was to play the part 
of hostess, met them at the door of her small 
dwelling with a warm and earnest welcome. She 
was young in years, but toil and care had laid 
their heavy hand upon her, and her once pretty 
features were worn and faded. But there was the 
light of renewed hope in her eyes, and her cheery 
tone spoke of a heart at ease, as she said, — 

" Oh, ma'am, but it is a pleasure to see you ! 
And the young lady, too," she added, with a 
courtesy to Edith, " if she will be good enough to 
take a cup of tea in my poor house." 

Edith assured her she should enjoy doing so 
very much ; upon which the good woman led the 
way into a small bed-room, and then disappeared, 
" on hospitable thoughts intent." 

Edith noted with interest the many little indica- 
tions of thriftiness that room displayed, and thought 
she could read much of the occupant's character in 
the neatness of the arrangements. The snowy win- 
dow-blind; the tidy bed, with its neatly-patched 
quilt ; the Scripture texts and prints tastefully ar- 
ranged on the walls ; the well-worn Bible on the 
little chest of drawers, which served as dressing- 
table — all these spoke to her of habits of neatness 
and order, and a mind attuned to higher things 
than those which are merely of this world. 

Nor was she disappointed on entering the uni- 
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versal sitting-room, which also did duty as kitchen. 
The floor was clean as hands could make it, and 
the stove polished to a marvellous degree of bright- 
ness. Flowers bloomed in the windows, and a few 
treasured volumes were carefully stored on the 
hanging book-shelf. 

A little boy, of some three or four years, was 
rocking "baby's cradle," with a grave, important 
look; whilst the eldest girl, a miniature copy of 
her mother, was giving the finishing touches to the 
neatly-spread table. The father of the family — a 
young man of sturdy frame, and frank, open coun- 
tenance, who was attentively perusing a number of 
the British Workman — rose respectfully from his 
seat as the ladies entered the room ; and then the 
little party gathered round the table — the rich and 
the poor together — ^the great social barrier dis- 
placed for the time by the all-powerful influence 
of Christian love. 

Edith rejoiced to hear their host, in deep, earnest 
tones, ask a blessing on their meal ; and to see, in 
the folded hands and reverent look of the children, 
signs that their home-training corresponded with 
that of the school. 

Mrs Dunbar questioned them kindly on their 
progress in the arduous path of " learning;" thence 
diverging to the lessons of that afternoon ; and 
proud and glad were the little ones to tem-trab^t 
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some text or hymn that might prove them good 
and attentive scholars. With friendly interest she 
drew from their mother the recital of many a httle 
household trouble, or new-found hindrance in the 
path of peace. Nor was the sturdy John unnoticed 
or uncared for. He, too, had his difficulties, and 
they were freely talked over with his ever-kind, 
considerate friend. 

Working in a large manufactory, where many 
hundred hands were employed, he found himself 
(on account of the change in his religious senti- 
ments) "alone in a crowd;" and where his su- 
perior intelligence, when exercised against the truth, 
had rendered him first in the estimation of his 
brother workmen, he was, now that all the powers 
of his mind were devoted to the service of his 
Saviour, slighted, ridiculed, insulted. Still, his con- 
victions altered not, and his principles remained 
firm. 

" I am not ashamed of Jesus, ma'am," he said ; 
" and never can I do enough to shew my love for 
my Saviour ; but it 's rather hard for a man to be 
treated in that way by his old friends." 

" * Come ye out from among them, and be ye 
separate,' " replied Mrs Dunbar;/* the Lord does 
not intend His followers to have any fellowship 
with unbelievers, except in the way of benefiting 
their souls. And in this how great is His care for 
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their eternal interests ! The society of the ungodly 
is a constant snare — its allurements are most en- 
ticing ; and how few there are who can dally with 
temptation, and not fall beneath its power !" 

" That may be true, ma'am ; still " 

" How can a man obey the Lord's command, 
* Be ye in the world, but not of it,' if he takes 
pleasure in the companionship of the wicked and 
profane?" interposed Mrs Dunbar; "and if he is 
really sincere in his wish to keep himself * un- 
spotted from the world,' will he not carefully avoid 
anything that may contaminate his mind, sully the 
purity of his heart, or soil those garments which 
have been washed in the blood of the Lamb 1" 

" Indeed he will, ma'am," responded John; " and 
mayhap God sees that I am not strong enough to 
resist temptation, and so just puts it out of my way." 

" And remember, John, the old saying, * A man 
is known by his friends ;' if you rsxdk.^ yours amongst 
unbelievers, you are sure to be regarded as one of 
them." 

" Nay, ma*am," said John, somewhat startled by 
this view of the case ; " please God, I'll never bring 
such discredit as that upon the name of Jesus ; I've 
professed myself His follower, and by His help I'll 
not disgrace my profession." 

"'My grace is sufficient for thee, and my strength 
is made perfect in weakness.' Bear this in mind^ 
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John; and when joa are tried by the ridicule and 
unkindness of 3rcMir companions^ think of Him 
' who endured such contradiction of siimers against 
Himself;' and remember that, ^for him who en- 
dureth unto the end, there is laid up a crown of 
glory which shall not be taken away.'" 

" Indeed, ma'am, but 111 try. And thank you 
kindly for those blessed words, they'll help me on 
through many a dark and dreary day." 

^^ And who can tell what influence for good jrour 
consistent conduct may exercise upon those arotmd 
yout As *a tree is known by its fixiits,' so the 
actions of men testify of the hope that is in them ; 
and if yours is pointing towards heaven^ it will be 
evidenced by your daily life. Let us ask God to 
be your aid in the peculiar trials which beset your 
path, and dark and dreary as it may look at pres« 
ent, * the light of His coimtenance' will shed a 
cheering ray across it" 

Gladly all united in this heartfelt petition ; and 
then Mrs Dunbar, having a little errand of mercy 
to a neighbouring cottage, took John as her escort, 
leaving Edith to await her return at the time ap- 
pointed for her evening class. 

Edith was not sorry to be left behind, for what 
she had heard and seen of the family of the Mar- 
tins had deeply interested her; and she felt a 
strong desire to know more. Waiting, therefore, un- 
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til Sarah had hushed her little one to sleep, she 
then led her to speak of her past life, and inquired 
" if she had always been a resident in London." 

" No, ma'am, my home was in the midst of green 
fields and lanes, and ah ! a happy home it was ; I 
often wonder how I could ever have thought it dull 
and tiresome." 

" How was that, Sarah ]" 

"Well, ma'am, you see I was a giddy young 
thing, and there were them as told me I was not 
ugly. So I thought it rather hard to spend my 
best da)rs in a quiet, out-of-the-way village, — scrub- 
bing, brewing, and milking, — for my father was a 
bit of a farmer, and kept two cows. There was a 
small town a few miles off, where a girl I knew had 
gone to Hve as dressmaker, and I was always a-teas- 
ing mother to let me join her, for I had a turn for 
making dresses, being a bit fond of such-like things, 
you see. Poor mother grieved over my wilfulness; 
but it was of no use, I would have my own way; 
and having always been a sort o' pet with father, 
I managed to talk him over, and to town I went. 
All was well for some time ; my friend had a little 
connexion, and as we did our work neatly, we had 
as much as we wanted. But as the newness of the 
thing wore off, I began to be careless and idle. It 
seemed to me I might as well be scrubbing at 
home, as stitching there from mom till night I 
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would have returned home then, but I was ashamed 
to do so ; and, instead of that, I made up my mind 
to come to London. I'd a brave heart, ma'am; 
but it turned like a stone within me when I got out 
of the train at London Bridge, and saw what a big 
crowded place it was, and I all alone in it I was 
so bewildered I quite forgot all about my box, and 
if it hadn't been for a kindly porter, who noticed 
my scared look, I should have lost it altogether. 
But he put me in mind of it by asking if I had any 
luggage; and then, seeing I was all alone, and fresh 
from the country, he asked me if I wanted a lodg- 
ing, and told me he would take me to his wife if I 
liked. I often think noWy how good it was of God 
to send me such a friend in my hour of need." 

" Then you went with him?" 

" Yesj ma'am. He had a kind fatherly look, and 
I was so frightened at my own helplessness in that 
strange place, that I clung to him as to an old friend. 
His wife was not so ready to shew civility to a 
stranger. She looked at me with some suspicion ; 
and oh ! ma'am, how my proud heart swelled with 
mortification as she did so ! I then felt what it was 
to leave a respectable home and throw myself 
unprotected upon the world. However, the good 
woman's heart relented when she heard my story, 
and saw what a plight I was in. Her stem look 
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belied a kindly nature, and whilst I remained with 
her she acted the part of a mother to me." 
" But you did not live in idleness, did you f * 
" No, ma'am, I was anxious enough for work 
then^ for I knew the bit of money I had brought 
with me would not last long ; but it was no easy 
matter to get work. Go where I would, there were 
always more hands than were wanted, and I began 
to be quite in despair. At last my kind friends 
found a place for me at the West End, in the work- 
rooms of a fashionable milliner and dressmaker. My 
inexperience was against me ; but the forewoman 
consented to try me, and I thought myself very 
lucky in being taken in. The worst of it was, that 
I had to leave my new friends and take another 
lodging. They were Christian people, and had 
often tried to persuade me to go home, but in 
vain; so now they gave me much good advice, 
warning me against the dangers and temptations 
of my new life, and promising to look after me as 
if I were their own child." 
" And how did you like your new place 1" 
" I liked it well enough at first, ma'am ; for there 
were plenty of giddy young girls like myself, and 
we were up to all kinds of ftin and frolic. But I 
didn't like the work; it was stitch, stitch, stitch, 
b)m early daylight until late at night ; and when a 
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lady wanted a ball-dress made for the next even- 
ing, or a wedding or mourning order came in unex- 
pectedly, we were kept close to it, until we were 
almost worn out. I did feint one night ; and then 
the forewoman, seeing I was not likely to be of 
much use in the workroom, put me into the show- 
room ; telling me to turn my pretty fece to some 
account, by shewing off the fine head-dresses to the 
ladies who came to look round. This just suited 
me, ma'am ; and I felt as happy as a queen, walk- 
ing up and down that grand room in my silk dress. 
But I was not so closely confined as before, and 
had more time for getting into mischief. When 
the shop closed at night, I loved to dress myself in 
all my finery; and with others as thoughtless as 
myself, parade through the streets and parks ; little 
thinking what injury I was doing my good name, 
by such gad-about ways. 

" Once I was induced to go to a theatre ; but 
though I was so wild, I had no love for vice itself, 
and I saw enough of that in one short hour to pre- 
vent me ever feeling any desire to go again. Thank 
God, who thus kept me out of greater danger ! I 
have heard that they are the ruin of thousands of 
young people, who see all kinds of immorality 
represented on the stage, and become so accus- 
tomed to it, that they do not shrink firom it, as 
their own safety requires, in real life. My husband 
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has cause to rue the day he first entered one ; for 
what he learned there undid all the teachings of a 
pious mother, and ended in making him — ^what he 
was when I married him — an infidel !" 

" O Sarah, how could you !" 

" Well, ma*am, you see he was kind and good- 
natured, and got over me, like. I was a poor lone 
girl, and I found the need of a protector ; indeed, 
it was by coming to my help one night, when a 
so-cailed 'gentleman' thought fit to insult me, 
on my way to my lodgings, that we first became 
acquainted, and I felt gratefiil to him ever after. 
We were soon married, for poor folks haven't much 
prudence ; and we didn't like to wait until we were 
better off. We had neither of us saved anything — 
we were both too fond of pleasure for that — but 
John had his weekly wages ; and — we loved each 
other ! But ah, ma'am, trouble came soon enough. 
John's principles were not likely to make a man 
steady and industrious, and mine were not much 
better ; so between us, want soon stared us in the 
face. And so matters went on from bad to worse, 
until I sometimes hadn't a bit of bread to give to 
my poor children." 

" Then what produced so great a change in your 
mode of life]" 

"A change of heart, ma'am; and never can we 
be thankful enough for the great mercy which 
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brought us to a place where our souls were cared 
for. My husband was dismissed from his employ- 
ment, and got engaged at the place where he now 
works ; so to be near we removed to this part — 2l 
miserable little lodging it was, but Mrs Dunbar 
found us out even there, and never rested until she 
had made John promise to read the Bible once 
more. And then she prayed with him, and tried 
in all the ways she could think of to lead him back 
to the Saviour. Oh, ma*am, it was a blessed day 
when she first entered our door ! John was a fine 
scholar, and a bit proud like of his learning ; but 
he couldn't stand against her sweet winning wa)rs ; 
and when once'.she had got him to read and pray 
for himself, the Holy Spirit finished the Divine 
work in his heart, and he is now a sincere Chris- 
tian." 

"And yourself, Sarah?" 

"Why, ma'am, I hope as I be so too. I 
couldn't see so great a change in my husband's 
conduct without thinking there must be some 
good in the religion that caused it ; and that set 
me a-wishing to know something of it mysel£ 
John was always telling me that he never knew 
before what happiness was, and wanted me to feel 
as he did; so what with one thing and another 
my heart was touched, and I began to pray, 

"I had been a great sinner; but God was very 
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merciful, and did not cast me off. I felt my need 
of a Saviour ; and after a time He was graciously 
pleased to reveal Himself to me, and pour peace 
into my troubled heart. And now, ma'am," she 
added, with a bright smile, "we have all we can 
wish for. My husband's wages suffice for all 
our wants, and the many odd shillings and six- 
pences which used to go to places of amusement, 
or be spent on tawdry finery, now provide us with 
many little comforts, and enable us to bring up 
our children respectably." 

As Sarah thus concluded her interesting narra- 
tive, Mrs Dimbar returned; and bidding their 
hostess a friendly adieu, carried Edith off with her 
to the night-school. 

There they found all comfortably arranged for 
their reception, and about a dozen men of various 
ages somewhat impatiently awaiting, their arrival. 
Mrs Dunbar shook hands pleasantly with each of 
them, and did not forget the kindly inquiry after 
their wives and children which is so winning to 
the husband's and father's heart Noticing the 
absence of one, who for some time past had been 
a most regular attender of the class, she inquired 
if any knew the cause of it % 

" I saw Sam Benson to-night, ma'am," replied 
one of the men, " and he said he did not mean to 
come any more." 
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Mrs Dunbar was much grieved to hear this; 
and, after a moment's consideration, she begged 
the men to employ themselves in studying the 
lesson for the evening, whilst she went in search 
of the missing one. 

It was in fear and trembling that she took this 
step, for she knew the strange perversity of the 
human heart, but not what might be the result of 
such a proceeding. Strengthened, however, by 
the remembrance that she was thus fulfilling the 
Lord's command, " Go ye into the highways and 
lanes, and compel them to come in," she hastened 
to Sam Benson's dwelling, and on knocking at the 
door, was not a little pleased to find it opened by 
himself. The man looked astounded to see her 
there ; but, giving him no time to collect his scat- 
tered thoughts, she motioned him to follow her, 
merely saying, "I cannot spare you, Sam;" and 
without another word led the way back to the 
school ! 

Sam was in a dilemma : he had told his mates 
that he would not go any more ; but how could he 
grieve the kind lady who had come herself to fetch 
him? No; all his better feelings forbade that — 
the remembrance of her past kindness rose up 
against him, and he felt that it would be truer 
manliness to own her sway than to assert his own 
independence. 
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Thinking thus, he entered the room with a 
grave but manly bearing, which checked at once 
the mischievous smile of his companions ; and no 
one during that evening listened with more ear- 
nest interest, or attended the class with greater 
regularity afterwards, than Sam Benson. 

** Return, O wanderer ! to thy home ; 
Thy Father calls for thee : 
No longer now an exile roam, 
In guilt and misery. 

Return^ return. 

** Return, O wanderer ! to thy home^ 
'Tis Jesus calls for thee; 
The Spirit and the Bride say. Come, 
Oh now for refuge flee. 

Return^ return. 

** Return, O wanderer ! to thy homey 
'Tis madness to delay ; 
There are no pardons in the tomb. 
And brief is mercy's day. 

Return^ return^"* 

Sweet and solemn as the words, were the strains 
of this beautiful hymn; and the men joined in 
them with a thrilling earnestness that shewed they 
rightly understood their deep and solemn import. 
Mrs Dunbar rejoiced in this, for the parable of the 
" prodigal son " was the portion selected for that 
evening's reading, and she was glad to find the 
men's minds so well prepared for it. 



^ 
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First seeking God's blessing on the reading of 
His Holy Word, she commenced that touching 
narrative, interspersing it with explanatory remarks, 
and drawing out the men's views and opinions in 
her own skilful manner. 

" And now, my friends," she said, in conclusion, 
" let us try to understand what God is saying to 
each of us in this portion of His Word. How 
many there are who, like that younger son, ignore 
the kindness of their heavenly Father, despise His 
authority, and foolishly imagine that life can be 
best enjoyed when God is most forgotten !" 

" He don't appear to have been a poor man," 
remarked Tom. 

" It is said," replied Mrs Dunbar, " that the 
father * divided unto them his living.' So, in His 
divine wisdom, God assigns to every man the 
portion of goods that He deems best for him — ^to 
one more, to another less — and we must beware 
of indulging in a covetous or murmuring spirit, lest 
our longings after the good things of this world 
should be gratified to our own eternal injury. See 
how the prodigal son, as soon as his desires were 
granted, left his father's home, and abused his 
fathers bounty, by 'wasting his substance in 
riotous living.' " 

" Ay, ma'am, he became poor enough then !" 

"Yesj for fleeting and unsatisfactory is the 
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nature of all ungodly pleasures, — there is no deep 
abiding happiness in them; a time must come when 
they will * take to themselves wings and flee away/ 
for the Lord hath said, * If they forsake my law, 
and walk not in my judgments ; if they break my 
statutes, and keep not my commandments; then 
will I visit their transgression with the rod, and 
their iniquity with stripes/ How clearly all this is 
depicted in our Lord's parable ! " 

" But, ma*am," said John Martin, " it seems 
strange that he had no friend in that * far country,' 
to lend him a helping hand in his time of trouble." 

" Ah, John," replied Mrs Dimbar, " do you not 
know that with prosperity the friendship of worldly 
companions is sure to fede, and the sinner be left 
aJone to mourn over his great mistake in allying 
himself to them in preference to the people of 
God 1 But the prodigal did not at once return to 
his fother. No; the human heart is by nature 
proud and self-sufficient; and adversity, even 
whilst proving the truth of these solemn words, 
'There is no peace, saith the Lord, unto the 
wicked,' often renders it more rebellious ; and, 
instead of humbling it at the feet of the Saviour, 
causes it to plunge into deeper guilt. 

" In that, dear friends, we see the difference 
between the Christian's hope and that of the 
worldling. The former knows that * many are the 



% 



56 Realised Wishes. 

afflictions of the righteous, but the Lord delivereth 
him out of them all ;' and in his estimation ' the 
suflferings of the present time are not worthy to be 
compared with the gloiy which shall be revealed.' 
Thus he is enabled to realise the promise, * Thou 
shalt keep him in perfect peace whose mind is 
stayed on Thee, because he trusteth in Thee ;' and 
his faith bums but the brighter the more it is tried. 

" How different with the other ! With no hope 
in a brighter future to bear him up in all life's cares 
and toils, — no * Rock ' on which to rest ; no trust 
in that Friend * who sticketh closer than a brother,' 
— rhe sinks beneath the stormy billows of affliction, 
and in his despair, yields more and more to the 
dominion of the * prince of this world.' " 

" But we are told, ma'am," remarked one of the 
men, " that the prodigal son ' came to himself.' I 
don't quite understand what that means." 

" It was not until he was reduced to the utmost 
misery and ready to perish, that his eyes were 
opened, and he saw how deeply he had sinned 
against a tender and indulgent father. Thus he 
is said to have * come to himself,' for hitherto he 
had acted as a man devoid of understanding, blind 
to his own eternal interests, and wilfully rushing 
into eternal ruin. In the words of a quaint but 
able writer, *He who lives a sinful life is beside 
himself; for, being a rational creature, and having 
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a judgment and conscience to direct his actions, 
he acts against his reason, his judgment, and his 
conscience/" 

" But, after all, ma'am, he returned to hia 
fother." 

" Yes, he saw then that it was the only way to 
escape from the wretchedness which he had 
brought upon himself; so the sin-convicted heart, 
awakened to a sense of the awful doom which 
awaits impenitent sinners, trembles before the God 
whom it has so long defied, and flees for refuge to 
the once-scorned and neglected Saviour.'* 

"And finds mercy even then!" said Sam, in a 
voice trembling with emotion. 

" * Let the wicked forsake his way, and the un- 
righteous man his thoughts, and let him return 
unto the Lord, and he will have mercy upon him, 
and to our Gk)d, for he will abundantly pardon,* " 
was Mrs Dunbar's response. " But, with the prodi- 
gal, the repentant sinner must feel his own un- 
worthiness, and trust entirely to the merits of the 
Saviour, and the long-suflfering love of God, for 
forgiveness. And as the father made a feast, and 
rejoiced over his recovered son, even so is there 
*joy in heaven over one sinner that repenteth.' 
Let us pray, my friends, for those who are still 
wandering far from their heavenly home; that 
they may be aroused to a sense of their danger. 
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and claim the fulfilment of our Lord's gracious 
promise — * Him that cometh unto me, I will in 
no wise cast out.'" 

Solemnised by her words and manner, the men 
knelt around her, and in that still, quiet room was 
heard the voice of prayer — ^prayer for the souls of 
others, — ^and can we doubt its acceptance by that 
Redeemer who gave His life a ranson for many 1 
Then arose the parting strains of Keble's beautifiil 
evening hymn : — 

** Sun of my soul, Thou Saviour dear, 
It is not night if Thou be near ; 
Oh, may no earth-bom cloud arise. 
To hide Thee from thy servant's eyes I 

** Abide with me from mom till eve, 
For without Thee I cannot live ; 
Abide with me when night is nigh. 
For without Thee I dare not die. 

** Come near and bless us when we wake. 
Ere through the world our way we take ; 
Till, in the ocean of Thy love. 
We lose ourselves in heaven above." 

The men lingered around Mrs Dunbar, as if re- 
luctant to say " Good-bye," but with a warm " God 
bless you all," she took Edith's arm and proceeded 
to her chair. Two of the men, once notoriously 
bad characters, acted as her escort through the 
dark and thickly-populated alleys ; and so power- 
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fully had the confidence she reposed in them 
affected their depraved hearts, and attached them 
to her, that they would freely have shed their life's 
blood to save her from the slightest injury. 

And thus ended Edith's first experience of 
ragged schools ; and from it arose an earnest 
desire to follow her friend's bright example, and 
be made the humble instrument in God's hand of 
reclaiming some poor perishing soul. Not then 
were her wishes gratified; some time elapsed before 
she was called as a labourer into the vineyard, and 
then — but we are anticipating. 




PART THIRD. 

lOTHER spring dawned upon the 
earth, and covered it with renewed 
beauty. The chilHng blasts of winter 
had swept away the fallen leaves of 
autumn, and the sunbeams played amidst the fresh 
green foliage of the once leafless trees. The 
frozen ground thawed beneath the genial smile of 
the sweet harbinger of summer; one flower after 
another reopened its fragrant blossoms upon the 
balmy air, and the little birds trilled a joyous wel- 
come to the warm sunshine they loved so well. 

Thus much of its cheering and beautifying in- 
fluence was felt even in the suburbs of far-extended 
London — ^and this, Gertrude Beresford, with all 
her prejudices, was obliged to acknowledge. But 
to her and Edith it was fraught with a double 
meaning ; and as they gazed upon the clear blue 
of the late dark wintry sky, it seemed to them an 
image of their own brightened prospects, from 
which the storm-clouds that for a while over- 
shadowed them, had likewise passed away. They 
were still in their old home, a large handsome 
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house in the outskirts of the town, with, as Ger- 
trude used to say, "a most tantalising view of 
the unattainable country." Attached to it was a 
pleasant flower-garden with shady lawn, Gertrude's 
favourite resort as soon as the sun's warm rays 
gave indication of the near approach of summer. 

It was towards the close of a lovely day that, 
seated at the foot of a blossoming pear-tree-, she 
sought to win the attention of a little fairy-like 
being at her side to the open book before her. 
The child's expressive eyes were alternately fixed 
upon it, with an evident determination to conquer 
its difficulties, whatever they might be, or raised 
with eager questioning look to the face of her 
teacher. It was oiu: young friend "Lily," who, 
when last we saw her, expressed such a decided 
objection to going to school. But the little lady 
began to think, as she learned to know Edith 
better, that the idea was not so very dreadful after 
all ; or rather, that to be with her would only be 
leaving one home for another. And as the dear 
child seemed to resemble more and more the pale 
drooping flower whose name she bore, and the 
expression of her little face grew daily more grave 
and earnest, her anxious mother deemed it well to 
intrust her for a time to Edith's care, in the hope 
that such a change of scene and interest, combined 
with the companionship of those of her own age, 
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might prove beneficial to her health, and check 
the premature development of her mind. Influ- 
enced by these considerations, her father, too — 
whose special pet she was — consented to spare her, 
though missing sadly the little fkuy form which, 
with bounding step, used to meet him so glee- 
fully at the open door, when, harassed and fatigued 
by close attention to his profession, he returned at 
night to find rest and refireshment in the society of 
his family. Not much like school, according to 
her understanding of the word, did Lily find it 
Her fancy had depicted a life of close confine- 
ment, long, hard lessons, and severe discipline; 
and would she exchange for them the love and free- 
dom of her own dear home % But her heart was 
soon drawn towards Edith ; she loved to be with 
her; under her kind, gentle guidance study be- 
came a pleasure, and the once-dreaded lessons 
were hailed with delight. It was but necessary to 
excite her interest in any object, and her intelli- 
gent mind sought at once to grasp and make it 
her own. Child as she was, she loved to inquire 
into the cause and origin of anything that attracted 
her attention, (and little indeed escaped it,) so that 
her teacher was not unfrequently puzzled how to 
answer the tiny questioner, who thus induced 
many an investigation into the law of cause and 
effect which would not otherwise have been made. 
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But Edith did not allow her little pupil to spend 
much time over hooks; she wisely thought it of 
greater importance to strengthen the delicate frame 
than to stimulate the precocious mind; so Lily 
learned her lessons in the open air — gleaned them 
from the birds and flowers, and recited her pretty 
hymns beneath the snowy blossoms of the shady 
pear-tree. And now, dear reader, you know how 
she came to be by Gertrude's side on that lovely 
afternoon in spring; the faint flush of returning 
health upon her cheek seeming to shew that her 
young life was already reviving under the new 
influences which surrounded her. 

But Lily's restless little feet began to indicate 
their impatience of further control ; whilst many a 
wistful look was directed towards the drawing- 
room window, which opened upon an elevated 
terrace, and whence proceeded strains not always 
harmonious. Gertrude noticed this, and closed 
the book, saying, " jHave patience, my little Lily ; 
Rose will soon have finished her music lesson, 
and then you can work together in your gardens. 
They will indeed be gay, if all the seeds you in- 
tend to sow, spring up and blossom !" 

" It is very funny," said the child, " that the 
beautiful flowers should come out of such dry little 
seeds ; I wonder what makes them T 

" What does the pretty hymn you have just been 
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learning, tell you] Repeat the first two verses,* 

said Gertrude. 

Lily obeyed, and, in her sweet childish voice, 

recited the following lines : — 

** All things bright and beautiful. 
All creatures great and small. 
All things wise and wonderful, 
The Lord God made them all. 

** Each little flower that opens, 
Each little bird that sings, 
lie made their glowing colours, 
He formed their tiny wings." 

" You see, dear, it is all GocCs doing. He it is 

who makes that little seed to open when it is put 

into the soft moist earth, and shoot up the tiny 

stem, which spreads into leaves when it appears 

above the ground. Then He sends His warm 

sunshine and gentle rain to make it grow; and 

when the proper time comes, He causes the flower 

buds to form, and gives to each its own peculiar 

tint and fragrance. When you are older, darling, 

you shall learn something of botany; but even 

now you can say, in the concluding lines of your 

little hymn : — 

* How good is God Almighty 

Who hath done all things well.' 

Now you may go, dear, for see. Rose is coming." 
The little one needed no second bidding, but 
ith a joyous " O Rosey ! Rosey !" bounded across 
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the lawn to meet her sister-friend, who, a radiant 
vision of youthful loveliness, paused a moment on 
the terrace in playful delay, and then sprang gaily 
down the flight of steps which led into the garden. 
Fair as a poet's dream was that child of nine 
happy summers, as she stood there in the golden 
sunlight, with her large blue eyes — so clear and 
loving — sparkling with deHght ; her glowing cheek 
rivalling the rich warm tints of the rose, and her 
long floating tresses — bright as the sunbeams which 
played so lovingly upon them — casting a radiance 
around her sweet, young face, such as the ancient 
masters loved to paint in their representations of 
the saints of old. She was indeed " a thing of 
beauty," and " a joy for ever :" for not less fair was 
the spirit shrined within that graceful form. Gay 
and light-hearted as a bird, she seemed, as she 
danced through life, the very image of pure, un- 
sullied joyousness, gladdening the hearts of all 
around her, and oft beguiling them, by her sweet, 
winsome ways, of their own sad, weary thoughts. 
A docile pupil was this dear child to Edith, for — 
gentle and loving — she responded warmly to every 
mark of affiection, and needed no stricter rule than 
that of kindness. To Lily, she was the impersona- 
tion of all that was delightful, and lovely was the 
childish friendship between them ; on the one side 
so deep and earnest, so full of half-wondering 

IE. 
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admiration ; and on the other of protecting care, 
and sweet adaptation of tastes and amusements to 
those of her little companion. In all but name 
they were as sisters ; for Mrs Dunbar, when she 
first left Lily in her new home, had placed her 
hand in that of Rose, and asked for her a sister's 
love. And never was that simple incident for- 
gotten by those yoimg hearts, though others came 
and sometimes stepped between, the little one 
ever asserted her first claim to her fiiend's aifection 
by saying, " Mamma said you were to be my 
sister," — a reminder that never failed to win the 
wished-for response firom the aifectionate Rose. 
And thus child-like gaiety and simplicity walked 
hand in hand with premature gravity and intel- 
ligence, each reflecting her own peculiar graces 
upon the other, and mutually benefited by the very 
contrast that drew them closer together. Precious 
indeed were they to Edith, who watched their 
opening minds with anxious care, reigarding them 
as special charges firom a heavenly Father, to be 
trained — not merely to adorn their earthly homes 
— ^but also as flowerets, which, sent for a time to 
bloom below, would one day be recalled to their 
native heaven, there to bloom for ever in the 
garden of the Lord. Mrs Dunbar's sweet, loving 
coimsel had sunk deep into her heart, and already 
she experienced the truth of her words, " They 
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who labour in the Lord shall be blessed in their 
work." She was watching, from the drawing-room 
window, the meeting of the two children in the 
garden, when Gertrude entered with an open note 
in her hand, the evident source of much pleasur- 
able excitement. 

" O Edith," she said, " is it not delightful ! The 
Reinhardts are actually coming to stay a few days 
with us before they leave England — ^babies, nurse, 
and all ! Bertha says their house is so full of * pack- 
ing cases,' that there is no room for them; so it 
will be quite a charity to take them in. I am sure 
it will be a very great pleasure! I really must tell 
Rose and Lily; they will be so delighted at the 
idea of having the little Hilda and Nina to play 
with them." And calling the children to the open 
window, she found she was by no means mistaken 
in her supposition; for the little Swedes were 
special favourites, and their anticipated visit was 
hailed with exuberant delight Their joyous ex- 
clamations attracted the attention of Mrs Beres- 
ford ; who, making her appearance in the drawing- 
room, was soon enlightened as to the cause, and 
enabled to participate in the general gratification. 

And here let us pause a moment in meet respect 
to that kind, tender mother, to whom Edith and 
Gertrude owed so much. Trouble and anxiety 
had left their traces on that pale, delicate face ; 
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but there was a sweet expression of trasting pa- 
tience about it, which seemed to indicate habi- 
tual submission to the will of God And beaming 
over all was the light of that warm, motherly heart, 
which Mrs Dun})ar had so rightly estimated ; and 
which rendered her, by its unwearying kindness and 
ever-ready sympathy, so deservedly dear to her 
family; to whom her calm, clear judgment and 
simple reliance upon the Saviour, were invaluable 
in the season of perplexity and trial. 

* " But," said Gertrude, " Bertha wishes to know 
if they can come to-morrow ; so, mamma, dear, we 
shall have to be as busy as bees, if we mean to be 
ready for them. Suppose you write a note to her, 
Edith, whilst mamma and I look after the creature 
comforts?" So saying, she carried Mrs Beresford 
off into the upper regions, where they were soon 
deep in consultation over beds and blankets, and 
all the various little arrangements which are so 
pleasing when preparing for the reception of much- 
loved friends. 

What a delightful bustle there was in the house 
on the following dayl The children were much 
too excited for any hope of study to linger in 
Edith's mind ; so she let them free at once, and 
they soon found ample employment for their rest- 
less energies in arranging the nursery, and planning 
all kinds of amusements for their little visitors. 
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And as the hour of their arrival drew nigh, with 
what impatience was every clock in the house ques- 
tioned, "for surely it must be later !" and how eager 
were the little faces which each passing vehicle so 
tantalisingly attracted to the windows ! 

But at last the large gates were opened, and a 
carriage, whence similar little faces were peeping, 
came quickly up the drive, and stopped before the 
door. No thundering knock was needed to sum- 
mon the tardy servant to open it — a welcome was 
ready even on the door-step, warm and sincere as 
the affection which prompted it, though mingled 
with a sadder emotion, as the thought would in- 
trude that it was the last those dear friends were 
likely to claim. And that you, kind reader, may 
the better understand the regret such a reflection 
was calculated to produce, you shall be introduced 
forthwith to those same " dear friends," who were 
fiill worthy of the high estimation in which they 
were held. 

To the gentle wife and mother our first attention 
must be given ; not merely from the requirements 
of politeness, but also, and far more, on account 
of the peculiar fascination of her sweet, graceful 
manners, so expressive of deep, high-toned feeling, 
yet simple and winning as a child's. Petite in form, 
but with an air of gentle dignity — a countenance 
upon which the ever-varying lights and shadows 
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indicated most truly tbe exquisite sensibility of her 
sympathies — a mind of deep refinement, and a 
warm-hearted, clinging disposition; — these were 
some of the traits which endeared sweet Bertha 
Reinhardt to all who knew her, and rendered her 
so feir a type of her much-admired counfaywomen. 

As the sweet gracefiil eglantine, which fills our 
woods with its fiagrance, is to the stately trees 
which tower high above its clinging tendrils, so 
was our Bertha to her most excellent husband, the 
good Pastor Reinhardt. Grave and studious was his 
nature, but kind and benevolent his heart ; and for 
many a long year had he filled most worthily a post 
of high distinction amongst his countrymen in Lon- 
don. Recalled by his sovereign to his native land, 
and looking forward to a life of more congenial 
occupation in the large wide-spread country parish 
which had been bestowed upon him, he was then 
about to leave England with his family, and make 
his future home amidst the mountain scenery of the 
south of Sweden. 

Turn we to the children for a few brief moments, 
and then, dear reader, your patience shall be no 
longer taxed. Two fair little buds were they — the 
bright-haired Hilda and the blue-eyed baby Nina. 
But " baby Nina" was just emerging from the qui- 
escent state of " babyism," and was wont at times 
to assort her growing importance in a very wilfiil 
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and determined manner. And hence arose a great 
perplexity in the mind of their gentle mother, whose 
whole natm-e shrank from administering the need- 
ful correction, and who thus ran a great risk of in- 
juring her child's future disposition by present in- 
dulgence. But she saw the danger, and with gentle 
firmness checked the growing evil, teaching her 
baby-girl innumerable little lessons of obedience 
and ready submission to her will. Oh ! that all 
mothers would do the same ! A child cannot be 
taught that first great lesson too early : as it lies in 
its mother's arms and seeks to grasp with tiny 
hands some once-forbidden object, you can teach 
it, by gentle means, that the act is not to be re- 
peated ; and before its ear is open to the voice of 
reason, form in the infant mind of your child a fair 
foundation upon which to rear a noble moral struc- 
ture. 

Pleasant to look upon was the long tea-table that 
evening, with its snowy cloth and hospitable cheer; 
but more so the happy faces grouped around it ! 
All were there, — from the oldest to the youngest, — 
even " baby Nina," under the watchful supervision 
of Carin, her Swedish nurse, sat with a gravely 
important air in her high chair, or crowed her 
approbation — to the great risk of her equilib- 
rium — of the unusual dignity to which she was 
promoted. 
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And not less fair was the after scene upon the 
lawn, when the rosy beams of the setting sun illu- 
minated the bright £ices of the children, as they 
danced in glee upon the soft greensward. Lily 
and Hilda moved hand in hand; for a sudden 
friendship had sprung up between the little ones 
in rather a droll, original manner. Painfully shy 
was the young Swedish child, ever iduinking from 
the notice of all who were not her own particular 
fnends ; and this did not suit our Lily, who, in her 
quiet determined way, was bent upon making a 
conquest, and winning the heart of the little stranger. 
But how to effect her object was not at once made 
clear to the young diplomatist ; so they remained 
for some time gravely regarding each other from a 
respectful distance, until — a bright thought enter- 
ing Lily's mind — she dashed out of the room, and 
as quickly returned with a large doU in her arms, 
which she at once transferred, sans ckrkmonie^ to 
Hilda — ^nearly upsetting the child as she did so— 
and then quietly waited to see the result of her 
proceeding. 

Poor little Hilda — half-frightened, half-enchant- 
ed — ^knew not whether to laugh or cry ; but finally 
allowed herself to be propitiated, and from that 
moment clung to Lily with as much pertinacity as 
she had before avoided her. 

But little feet will grow weary, and little eyes 
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will grow heavy — so to bed ! to bed ! ye fairy 
beings ! and there dream bright dreams of white- 
robed angels, who, with folded wings, guard 
through the homrs of darkness your peaceful slum- 
bers. Our business is in the drawing-room, where 
the elders are assembled, and thither, dear reader, 
we would once more invite you to accompany us. 
But hush ! tread we softly, for low, sweet strains 
are stealing through the half-open door, and we 
may not distiurb by any ruder sound the charmed 
attention that reigns within. It is Bertha's voice 
gushing forth in song — soft, wild, and thrilling as 
the fitful notes of an -^olian harp. Have you 
ever listened to the charming melodies of the 
" Swedish Minstrels 1" Then you know somewhat 
of the plaintive sweetness of Sweden's songs, and 
will not wonder that Bertha held her listeners en- 
tranced by the simple pathos of air and voice. 

"That is exquisite!" said Edith, with a long 
deep-drawn sigh of intense enjoyment. " Do you 
know, dear Bertha, your music seems to me an 
embodiment of all the most charming characteris- 
tics of your country-people \ " 

" And what are they V asked Bertha, playfully. 

" A simple, graceful dignity, earnest feeling, and 
true refinement — nay, dear, I am not flattering ! 
You know yours is not the only Swedish family I 
have met; and especially was I delighted with 
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those who were present at the christening of your 
little one. What a pretty scene that was !" And 
Edith's thoughts indulged in a retrospective view 
in which we fain would follow her. 

The good Pastor Reinhardt, long ere he be- 
came a " Benedict," had been known and highly 
esteemed by the Beresfords, with whom much of 
his time was spent. And when, after many years, 
the gentle Bertha consented to reward his faithful 
and long-tried affection, by bestowing her little 
hand upon him, and left for his sake her own dear 
land for that of strangers, he brought her at once to 
Mrs Beresford, sure that from her his sweet, sen- 
sitive bride would receive a mother's kindness, and 
be warmly welcomed by all the family. Thus 
commenced a friendship which deepened as time 
wore on ; and when the little Hilda was brought 
to the font, Edith and Gertrude were busy helpers 
in all the various preparations for that event. 
Very different were they to our English arrange- 
ments upon such occasions. The simple Lutheran 
service was performed in the drawing-room, which 
the sisters' hands had adorned with nature's choicest 
ornaments — sweet, blushing flowers. But upon 
the font had their chiefest care been expended. 
Wreathed round the crystal basin were buds of 
feirest hue and choicest fragrance — ^meet emblems 
they of the infant soul as yet unsullied by aught of 
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earthy and around which so many sweet and 
cherished hopes were clustered. Flowers of richer 
tints and maturer bloom depended in graceful fes- 
toons around the font; and to Gertrude's mind 
they seemed to image forth the babe's futiu-e life, 
as buds of promise expanded into ripened beauty, 
and speaking of hopes fulfilled and fondest antici- 
pations more than realised. May it indeed be so, 
fair child ! and when, even as those sweet flowers, 
thou too shalt fade and die, may it be thy glorious 
destiny to bloom for ever " in the fields of light 
above." 

Grouped around the font were stately men and 
fine graceful women, members of some of Sweden's 
noblest families ; whilst the babe itself nestled in 

the arms of the Countess P , who, with her 

husband and the young Baroness H , acted as 

sponsors to the child of their beloved pastor. 
And to the sisters' ears most melodious were the 
accents of the Swedish tongue, as they fell from 
the father's lips in blessings upon his child, when, 
sprinkling it with water, he prayed that even thus 
it might be "washed in that blood which cleanseth 
firom all sin." 

Edith's reverie was brought to a somewhat 
abrupt conclusion, by a general appeal being made 
to her to confirm the feasibility of some scheme 
which was being discussed. 
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" Dear Edith, you will not put any obstacle in 
the way, will you 1" said Bertha, coaxingly. 

" But what is it V asked Edith, looking not a 
little puzzled. 

" Miss Edith's thoughts have not been with us 
for some time," said the good pastor, smiling. 

" Nay, in that you are quite mistaken. But will 
no one enlighten me?" 

" We want you to promise to pay us a visit in 
our new home, dear," said Bertha, " and Mr and 
Mrs Beresford are raising all kinds of objections." 

" I do not wonder at that," replied Edith ; " for 
they have always evinced a strong disinclination to 
trust themselves upon the treacherous sea ; and as 
it is impossible to reach Sweden without, I fear you 
will never succeed in tempting them to visit you in 
that country." 

" Do not be so smre of that, Edith," interrupted 
Mrs Beresford. " I think, with such an inducement, 
even my coiu'age might prove equal to the occa- 
sion." 

"Then yo\\will come, dear Mrs Beresford!" 
said Bertha, in a voice trembling with delight 

" Do not calculate too much upon it," said 

Gertrude, mischievously ; " she will repent as soon 

as ever she feels the motion of the waves, and 

retreat as quickly as possible to her dear ierra 

Jirma, I shall never forget the first time she ven- 
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tured to enter a boat. It was at Brighton, and the 
sea looked so beautiful that I felt quite impatient 
to be upon it Neither mamma nor papa shared 
my feelings in the slightest degree ; but, ever indul- 
gent to the wishes of others, kindly consented to 
accompany me. Poor mamma ! her face length- 
ened considerably as the boat put off, and gradually 
became more and more doleful until she could 
bear it no longer ; so, when but a few yards from 
the shore, we were obliged to return ; and mamma, 
in her eagerness to land, springing from the boat 
a little too soon, found herself in the very predica- 
ment she had tried to avoid, viz., in the midst of 
the waves !" 

" But,'* said Mr Beresford, " supposing all other 
obstacles to be overcome, and the coast of Sweden 
at length reached, I fear it would be no easy matter 
to penetrate so far inland as your sequestered 
village; for Herr Reinhardt has been telling me, 
that yoiu: journey thither will be full of difficulties." 

" Yes," said the pastor, " our country is still in a 
very primitive state, and may be considered in 
many respects fifty years behind your own. Con- 
sequently, art languishes, whilst nature flourishes — 
for as yet few railways have been constructed, and 
the beautiful retirement of the country is but little 
invaded by those resistiess locomotives which force 
their way into the most secluded parts of England." 
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"Then how will you reach A ?" asked 

Gertrude. 

"By a combination of boating and posting," 
replied Herr Reinhardt. " But not as in England. 
I believe we shall have to purchase the carriage 
and horses, as I am told they are not to be hired 
in that district !" 

" What an undertaking !" said Gertrude. " But 
never mind — ^wait until the time comes, and then 
I dare say we shall find out the way to re^^ch you 
— at least I hope so. It would be so sad to think 
we should never meet again !" 

" Nay, dearest, do not let such a thought cast 
a deeper shadow over our parting!" said Bertha. 
"If God in His goodness spares my Httle ones 
until they are old enough, I hope to bring them 
back to you ; for I love England too well not to 
wish my children to be acquainted with its people 
and language. But long before then I hope to see 
you all in Sweden." 

"You will not forget us, then? Nay, do not 
look so serious : I was only jesting ! But all in 
earnest is this little memento, in which I have 
tried to express our hearts' best wishes for you and 
yours." And as Gertrude spoke, she uncovered a 
small water-colour drawing which she had designed 
as a parting gift for their much-loved friend. 

It represented a frame of rustic trellice-work, 
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around which clustered the closely-clinging ivy, 
emblematical of " friendship ;" the hardy little 
snow-drop, significant of "hope;" and the tiny, 
blue-eyed " forget-me-not." The interior space was 
illuminated with these beautiful words of Scrip- 
ture — "The Lord bless thee and keep thee: the 
Lord make his face to shine upon thee and be 
gracious unto thee : the Lord lift up his counte- 
nance upon thee, and give thee peace." " May 
that blessing be yours, dear Bertha, in the far-dis- 
tant home to which you are going ! And when 
my little oflfering meets your eye, may it speak to 
you of fiiends who love you well; and whilst 
breathing the sweet hope of a future reunion, let it 
whisper softiy, " Forget me not !" 

Bertha's response was a look more eloquent than 
words; and Edith, seeing how deeply she was 
affected, took up a pen and wrote on the reverse 
of the drawing the following lines : — 

" There is a spot where spirits blend, 
And friend holds fellowship with friend — 
Though sunderM far, by faith they meet 
Around Jehovah's mercy-seat." 

All too quickly for the friends passed those few 
last days of sweet and social intercourse ; too soon 
for them dawned the day of departure, and chill 
upon their hearts fell the sad word — " Farewell !" 

"We shall often think of our kind English 
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friends," said Bertha, with a fece of mingled tears 
and smiles. " I did not know how well I loved 
them, until I had to leave them !" 

" And, Bertha, dear, you will send us a sketch of 
your new home, will you not 1" pleaded Gertrude. 
" Then, you know, we shall be able to pay you an 
imaginary visit sometimes." 

" You must come in more substantial guise, dear 
Gertrude, and transfer it to the tablet of your 
memory through the medium of your eye 1 How 
glad I am thus to be able to carry away a mental 
picture oiyour pretty home — the scene of so many 
happy hours." 

" Dear Bertha ! But I hope we shall not long 
be here j for to live in the country, you know, is 
the acme of my ambition, and we all think it would 
be so much better for papa." 

" And what is papa to do in that dear * coimtry * 
of yours V^ asked Mr Beresford, smiling ; " for I 
presume you do not mean to dispense with his 
assistance altogether in matters pecuniary 1" 

" Oh ! all we shall require of you will be just to 
submit to be taken care of until that poor thin 
face of yours shews some token of retiuning 
health and strength. And if you will do that, we 
shall consider it a great deal ; for * gentlemen ' are 
strangely difficult to manage when they are ill — ^is 
it not so. Bertha?" 
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" You are a saucy girl, Gertrude," said her father, 
trying to look very grave ; " but you will have to 
wait yet a little longer, methinks, before your plans 
can be carried out in the way you describe ; for I 
am tied to London, and Edith wishes to increase 
the number of pupils before she takes flight into 
the country." 

" Well, if it must be so, I will e'en call * the 
angel bright of patience ' to my aid ; but, Bertha, 
do look at Lily and Hilda !" 

It was a pretty sight — those two little ones cling- 
ing lovingly to each other, as if loth to part — but, 
alas ! the carriage was at the door, and the last 
words must be spoken ! Slowly and unwillingly 
their little arms unclasped with many a sad, wistful 
look; whilst the large tear-drops gathered in the 
bright eyes of Rose, as she kissed again and again 
the wondering "baby Nina." One more warm 
embrace from Bertha — one more fervent " God 
bless you all" from the pastor, and the carriage 
door closes — the coachman cracks his whip, and 
they are — off 1 No ! a childish voice, trembling 
with excitement, pleads earnestly, " Oh stop ! stop !" 
and Lily (who had disappeared unnoticed) bounded 
forward — flushed, eager, breathless —with a string 
of glittering beads in her hand, which she held up 
to the carriage window, whilst the httle quivering 
lips could but just form the words : " For Hilda.'* 
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Trifling was the gift, but the child-heart appreciated 
the love of which it was a token ; it was not lost 
or destroyed, like other childish toys, but treasured 
until the history of after years caused it to be re- 
garded as something sacred. 

God speed ye, friends beloved ! 

Safe to that distant shore. 

Gentle breezes waft ye o'er, 
Till, on your native land. 

With thankful hearts and glad. 
Ye stand a joyful band. 

God bless ye, friends beloved ! 
In that new mountain home 
To which ye now would roam. 

May blessings on ye wait. 
Filling your hearts with peace, 

Type of a brighter fate ! 

God keep ye, friends beloved ! 

Though ocean parts us now^ 

Graven on hope's fair brow. 
Soothing our hearts* deep pain. 

We read the words — ** On earth — 
In heaven — ^ye *11 meet again ! " 




PART FOURTH. 

FINE frosty morning in winter ! Dear 
reader, do you know what a fund of 
enjoyment lies in these simple words 1 
When the sun's bright rays have chased 
away sleep from your eyelids, and drawn you to 
your window, what wondrous beauty meets your 
gaze ! There, on the frosted glass, are traceries so 
full of grace and elegance, that you might well im- 
agine them the work of some rare old master, who, 
whilst you slumbered unconsciously, had quietly 
adorned your panes with his magic pencil. Not 
far would you err in thinking thus ; but the artist's 
name is " Nature,*' and the pencil she has used, the 
icy breath of the north wind ! 

You hasten down to your breakfast-room. How 
brightly bums the fire ! How it glows under the 
influence of the sharp air; ^nd with what joyous 
little cracks the sparks ascend upwards ! The very 
kettle seems to sing more cheerily, and puffs forth 
denser volumes of wreathing steam ; whilst the hot, 
fragrant coffee, with its accompaniment of muffins, 
is commented upon as " better than usual," because 
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of the zest imparted to your appetite by the fresh- 
ness of the morning. Nor are you alone in your 
appreciation of the creature comforts your table 
affords. See, there is winter's faithful companion — 
the hardy bird of the crimson breast — hopping shyly 
on yourwindow-ledge, turning his jaunty little head 
from side to side in the most knowing manner, and 
darting quick inquisitive glances from those dark 
bright eyes of his, first at the bread, and then at 
your face, evidently thinking he ought to share 
your breakfast, and anxious to know your opinion 
upon the subject. Doubtless you agree with him, 
and hasten to spread some of the coveted dainties 
before him. But soft ! Our Robin, with all his bold- 
ness, is a cautious little fellow ; and he will not put 
himself within reach of your hand, until he is quite 
sure that your intentions are perfectly friendly. So 
he has betaken himself to yonder tree, whence he 
will curiously watch your proceedings until the win- 
dow is once more closed; when, in conscious secu- 
rity, he will return to eat what your bounty has 
provided. 

But so fine a morning must not be loitered away 
by the fire, however cosy such a position. So, 
donning your warmest cloak, you bravely emerge 
into the cold atmosphere outside; and amply are 
you repaid for such an effort, as you note the many 
flew forms of beauty which " Old King Frost" seems 
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to have assumed for your special delectation. Every 
tiny blade of grass is covered with a delicate net- 
work, which sparkles in the sunlight like clustered 
gems ; the bare leafless branches are transformed 
into feathery plumes ; and the depending icicles 
are brilliant with all the tints of the rainbow. 
Lighter and more buoyant grows your step as you 
inhale the fresh bracing air, and think how very 
beautiful is nature under all her various aspects. 
But having a heart to feel^ as well as a mind to re- 
fledy it occurs to you that this morning — so delight- 
ful with the adjuncts of a warm fire, good breakfast, 
and ample clothing — may not be equally so to the 
poor Widow Reeves, whose wood-pile is low, larder 
empty, and clothing scanty. The contrast to your 
own abundant comforts is striking: you think of 
all the blessings God has bestowed upon you^ and 
the words of St John come to your remembrance, 
— " Whoso hath this world's goods, and seeth his 
brother hath need, and shutteth up his compassion 
from him, how dwelleth the love of God in himi" 
You cannot resist such an appeal ; so, hastily turning 
homewards, the poor widow is soon made a par- 
taker of the bounties which crown your lot, and 
her heart gladdened by the kindly sympathy which 
adds a double value to your graceful ministrations. 
Sweeter to your ear than the song of birds are the 
murmured blessings of that poor grateful woman, 
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brighter than all nature's beauties the returning 
smiles upon that sad, careworn face ! And as you 
once more feel the wintry blast upon your cheek, 
and closer draw the protecting cloak, how warm 
the glow within, as you think of earth's afficted 
one, — cheered, clothed, and fed by your hands, — 
and even at that moment you realise, in part, the 
truth of the wise man's words, — " He that hath 
pity on the poor lendeth unto the Lord ; and look, 
what he layeth out, it shall be paid him again." 
• Somewhat of this felt Edith Beresford, as she 
wended her way through the narrow streets of a 
poverty-stricken district, some two or three days 
before Christmas. She had, for some time past, 
held a class in the Sunday-school ; and in visiting 
the children she had learned to know the wants of 
the parents. Many she found in the greatest need; 
and her heart often ached for the misery she could / 
do so little to relieve. But that little was done in 
a manner that shewed how deep and real was the 
interest she felt in their welfare ; and poor people, 
albeit their sensibilities are somewhat blunted by 
the hardships of their lot, know well how to dis- 
tinguish between mere superficial charity, and that 
which springs direct and warm from the heart. 
And so it was that many thought far more of the 
nourishing soup prepared by Mrs Beresford's own 
hands for some weakly child, and of Edith's wel- 
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come little gift of tea and sugar to the invalid, or 
of flannel for the aged and rheumatic, than they did 
of the liberal donation bestowed with so much in- 
difference by the rich and cold-hearted. It was 
on some such mission that Edith was then proceed- 
ing ; for a va^ety of little packages peeped out of 
the basket which — to the extreme horror, no doubt, 
of some young lady who deems it derogatory to 
her dignity to be seen bearing the smallest parcel — 
she carried upon her arm. Its contents were de- 
signed as Christmas gifts ; for Edith felt that she 
could not fully enjoy the many tokens of God's 
great love to man with which that season is so 
richly fraught, unless she did what she could to 
gladden the hearts and homes of her poorer neigh- 
bours. But there was also a little plan in her mind, 
which had reference more specially to the chil- 
dren; and so, an it please you, dear reader, we 
will follow her footsteps, and see whither she is 
bound. 

It was one of a long row of small empty houses 
that Edith first entered, sans drkmonie; for the door 
was the common property of some five or six fami- 
lies, who were crowded together in that small habi- 
tation. Proceeding at once up the narrow staircase 
until she reached the topmost storey, she knocked 
gently at .the door of a back room, and was an- 
swered by a gruff " Come in." But the voice 
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was femiliar; so, nothing daunted, Edith availed 
herself of the permission thus ungraciously ac- 
corded; and a somewhat amused smile played 
upon her face as she said, " Good morning, Law- 
son ! I fear you are not on very good terms with 
the world to-day!" 

" Much as usual, much as usual. It 's been no 
friend to me; and I don't see that I am called 
upon to be over friendly towards it." 

The speaker was an old man, but his frame was 
still unbent and vigorous ; whilst his countenance, 
with its broad brow, and bright, deep-set eyes, in- 
dicated a force of intellect strangely at variance 
with his humble position. He was, apparently, in- 
tent upon his occupation as a shoemaker ; but the 
impatient 'manner in which he handled his tools 
plainly shewed how little interest he felt in the 
work before him. 

His wife — ^much younger than himself, but upon 
whom want and care had made far deeper inroads 
— stooped wearily over the binding, which was her 
share of the task. Their only son, a boy of thir- 
teen, with a pale, shadowy face, and fragile form, 
raised his large, mournful eyes from his book and 
slate with a glad look of relief and pleasure as Edith 
entered ; whilst his little sister — of equally delicate 
appearance — shyly returned her smile of recogni- 
tion. The room was scrupulously clean ; but there 
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was scarcely an article of furniture in it, though it 
was their only apartment All had gone to eke out 
the scanty earnings which so barely sufficed to pro- 
vide mere necessary food. No uncommon case this, 
dear reader; but old Lawson shall tell his own story. 

"Your reception is not very promising," said 
Edith ; " but I want to have a little talk with you, 
if you will let me stay." 

" As you like," said the old man, indifferently ; 
whilst his wife, glad of a little break in her mo- 
notonous work, roused herself to offer Edith the 
humble stool upon which she was seated. 

" It is of your little Jessie I would first speak. 
She is in my class at the Sunday-school, you know, 
and has been one of my best girls for some time." 
The father's brow relaxed. " Now, I am wishful to 
give some pleasure to those who have deserved it, 
and have prepared a little treat for Christmas Eve. 
Will you let Jessie come with the others to my 
house on that evening]" 

Stem grew the old man's face once more. " No," 
said he, most decisively, " my child shall not go 
a-pleasuring with such like as them ;" and he worked 
away at his shoe with redoubled energy. 

Edith felt more amused than annoyed; and a 
pleading look from the little girl, who was far too 
much in awe of her father to speak a word, induced 
her to make another attempt. 
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"Nay, Lawson," she said, "you must not let 
your pride deprive your children of every enjoy- 
ment ; you will have cause to r^ret it if you do 
so. Look at that poor boy of yours : he is pining 
away for want of air and exercise, and yet you keep 
him shut up here with his book all day, merely 
because you fear he may speak a friendly word to 
some one you deem a little beneath him, if you 
allow him to go out" 

"Better pine than come to harm," said his 
fether, dryly — ^glancing furtively, however, fix>m 
beneath his dark brows, at his son's pale face. 

"Why not let him go to our national school? 
The master is an excellent man, and keeps his 
boys in good order ; so Henry would not be likely 
to learn anything bad there, whilst the change 
might do him good in many ways." 

"And harm too," said the old man. "I tell 
you, miss," he continued with strong feeling, throw- 
ing down his tools as he spoke; "I would rather 
see him dead than learning to be like the bold bad 
boys or smooth-faced hypocrites he would have to 
mix with there. And that is the reason I took him 
away from the Sunday-school, and why I mean to 
keep him at his book here, until he is fit for some- 
thing better than his poor father. . You have acted 
kindly towards us, miss, and so I don't mind tell- 
ing you a bit about myself, — though I be a man of 
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few words, — and then, mayhap, you '11 understand 
me a bit better. 

" I had a fair share of education, and a mind to 
make the most of it, so thus escaped many a temp- 
tation another man would have fallen into. And 
then I 'd had a good bringing up ; for both father 
and mother were steady and respected, and wanted 
their lads to be so too. I remember being taken 
to chiurch as soon as I could walk ; and one of the 
first things I was taught was to reverence the Sab- 
bath. Ah, that 's gone by now !" and the old man 
drew his hand quickly across his eyes. " All this, 
you see, helped to keep me steady ; and when I 
married I 'd a snug little home to bring my wife to, 
and a nice business to maintain it. Our first 
trouble came with the death of our first-bom. I 
loved the child, and would have done anything to 
save it, but it was of no use. It was in strong 
convulsions when I left it in its mother^s arms to 
fetch the doctor — a man, miss, who called himself 
a Christian — and the answer he gave me was that 
* he would come when he had finished his dinner 1* 
When he did come the child was dead ; and there 
was bitterness in my heart as I mourned over it, 
for I thought but for him it would have lived. That 
was the first time I questioned the truth of religion; 
but it was not long before my wavering faith re- 
ceived a second blow. I 'd been used to doing 
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odd jobs of saddlery for my customers; and one of 
them, the best and richest, sent for me late on 
Saturday night to mend some harness, which, he 
said, was wanted for an early journey on Monday. 
I saw at once that there was more work than I 
could do without encroaching on the Sabbath, 
and I had still enough regard for the forms of 
religion to abstain from doing that. I told the 
gentleman what was in my mind, but he wanted 
it badly, and pressed me to undertake it. But 
I wasn't the man to be talked into doing wrong ; 
so I said *iV^,' and he went away in a passion. 
That gentleman, miss, was another professing 
Christian; but he thought it no harm to tempt a 
poor man to act against his conscience, or to shew 
his spite by doing all he could to ruin him after- 
wards. I lost his custom, and with // that of 
many others whom he had brought to me. But 
that was not the worst; he encouraged a fellow- 
workman, an old and trusted friend of mine, to 
start in opposition, and try to gain my business. 
That was the sorest blow of all, and I lost all 
heart. I'd known that man all my life, miss; 
we 'd been chums at school — where I looked up to 
him as a model of good conduct — ^and fast friends 
ever after. His perfidy turned me against all 
religion ; for what was it worth, I asked myself, if 
it couldn't keep a man from wronging his neigh- 



Realised Wishes. 93 

bour \ And then I 'd strong misgivings about the 
justice which allowed such things to be so. Well, 
miss, I wont say more, for I see it goes against 
your feelings; but it just ended in making me 
what you call — an * infidel* I was on the road 
to ruin then; and for many a long year it has 
been a hard struggle to win our daily bread. 
And now, miss, you know why I don't think quite 
so well as you do of your schools and Christian 
institutions. There is so much talk about good- 
ness, and so little of the real thing itself, that no 
wonder a man gets his eyes opened now and then ; 
and I'd be a hypocrite myself if I didn't stand 
aloof from them." 

Edith listened with a heavy heart ; for what she 
heard made her mourn deeply over that inconsist- 
ency of conduct by which too many professing 
Christians place a stumbling-block in the way of 
truth. Fain would she have endeavoured, by 
words from Holy Writ, to prove to him the error 
of his conclusions ; but the old man, having told 
his tale, wrapped himself once more in his reserve ; 
and Edith saw that she must wait until his humour 
changed, ere she could hope to win him to recon- 
sider that momentous question upon which such 
awful consequences depended. 

" But you will let your little Jessie come to me 
on Christmas Eve, will you not 1" she said, gently. 
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" Well, miss, if you wish it so much, I 'd not like 
to pain you; so I'll just bring her to your house 
myself, and fetch her home again, if you *11 tell me 
the time. I 'm glad she is in yoiu: class, miss, for 
it goes against my mind to send her to the school ; 
but her mother's set her heart upon it, and I don't 
like to say nay." 

Glad was Edith to perceive such a softening in 
the old man's heart, on one point at least; and 
earnestly did she pray that it might lead to one of 
far more importance. Bidding him good morning, 
she quietly motioned to his wife to follow her out 
of the room, in order to offer her little gifts unseen 
by him; for his pride was equal to his poverty, and 
he sternly refused any aid that might be construed 
into charity. And as she retraced her steps home- 
wards, she pondered upon what that little inter- 
view had brought before her ; feeling that in it two 
solemn warnings had been given — the one pointing 
out the total insufficiency of mere moral religion 
to sustain in the hour of trial, and the other 
proving how fraught with deepest injury to the 
souls of others, is every inconsistent word and act 
of those who profess to take the blessed pre- 
cepts of the Lord Jesus for their rule and guide. 
" Oh," thought she, " that all would remember His 
words, * Let yoiu: light so shine before men, that 
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they may see your good works, and glorify your 
Father which is in heaven.' " 

None too soon came Christmas Eve for the 
eager little hearts that were so joyously anticipat- 
ing it Children of the rich and great, with their 
superfluity of pleasiu-e and enjoyment, would have 
wondered to see the delight with which they told 
each other of the treat " Miss Beresford" had pre- 
pared for them. Tidy as a mother's hands could 
make them were the little ones when they made 
their appearance at York House — pale Jessie, 
flushed with the excitement of such an unwonted 
indulgence, and shewing, by the brightened look 
in her soft eye, how grateful was such a change to 
her little blighted life. No need to say what 
ample justice was done to the good tea Mrs 
Beresford had provided, nor how the warmth and 
light of the comfortable room gladdened the hearts 
of the oft cold-stricken children — all that is a 
matter of course. But would, dear reader, that 
you could have heard, those sweet youthful voices 
as they united in singing the simple words, which, 
in the north, usually preface a meal of this descrip- 
tion — 

** Be present at our table, Lord, 
Be here and everywhere adored ; 
These creatures hless, and grant that we 
May feast in Paradise with Thee." 
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Whilst tea was thus proceeding under Edith's 
supervision, Gertrude was busily preparing an 
after treat in the drawing-room ; so when the last 
bun was finished, and the voice of thanksgiving 
had been raised, the communicating door was 
opened, and with looks of glad surprise the chil- 
dren sprang forward, exclaiming — " Oh, how beau- 
tiful !" Truly it was a pretty sight — that large 
room with its tasteful decorations of holly and red- 
berries, upon which the firelight played so cheerily; 
— ^but in the -dim shadows at the end was the chief 
attraction. There, with well-laden branches, stood 
a large Christmas tree, sparkling with many a tiny 
lamp, whose light was reflected in the large mirror 
behind, and illumined the golden words, which, 
mingled with the wreathing holly around, pro- 
claimed the glad tidings : " Glory to God in the 
highest, on earth peace, good-will towards men." 

Joyously did the little ones form a circle around 

that magic tree ; and gleefully rang their voices as 

they saluted it in the well-known strains of that 

ancient song — 

** O Christmas tree ! O Christmas tree ! 
How lovely are thy branches ! *' &c. 

And then there were the presents ! Trifling, in 
truth, their intrinsic value ; but wonderfully pleas- 
ing to those poor children, to whom a gift of any 
kind was a thing of rare occurrence. And gentle 
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little Jessie, as Edith placed a fairy doll in her 
hands, could scarcely believe that it was to be her 
own — ^her very own — for to her childhood, such like 
toys had been unknown ! 

Quickly passed the gladsome hours, and Lawson 
had come for his child ere Edith was ready to 
dismiss thenL A moment's thought, and she was 
glad of this ; for thus was an opportunity afforded 
of drawing him within the kindly influence of 
Christmas-tide. By the exercise of a little womanly 
tact she succeeded in coaxing him into the draw- 
ing-room, where he looked around him with an air 
of much apparent indifference ; but Edith, who was 
quietly observing him, found reason to think that 
it was but feigned. She saw his eye rest with a 
pleased expression upon the bright face of his little 
girl, and noted the start of mingled surprise and 
emotion when the golden message of " Peace and 
good-will" met his glance. Encouraged by these 
indications of yet surviving feeling, Edith selected 
a suitable hymn, and, placing the book in his 
hand, requested him, with gentle dignity, to join 
in the singing. The old man looked at her in 
astonishment; but the memory of by-gone days 
was at work, and he yielded without a word. And 
as Edith gathered the little ones around her, and 
struck the first few chords upon the piano, she 
saw him scan the words with an eager look, as 
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if he hoped to find in them something to quiet 
the struggle which was evidently going on in his 
mind. High swelled the joyftil notes as the 
children joined with heart and voice in the jubi- 
lant hymn : — 

" Hark, the glad sound ! the Saviour comes, 
The Saviour promised long ; 
, Let every heart prepare a throne, 
And every voice a song. 

** He comes the prisoner to release 
In Satan's bondage held : 
The gates of brass before Him break, 
The iron fetters yield. 

** He comes to bind the broken heart. 
To make the wounded whole. 
To preach glad tidings to the meek 
And bless the humble soul. 

" Our glad hosannahs. Prince of Peace ! 
Thine advent shall proclaim ; 
And earth and heaven shall join to sing 
The glories of Thy name." 

Silently, but in an attitude of deep attention, 
did the old man listen to what seemed to him the 
echoes of other years; when, with brothers and 
sisters long past away, he, too, had lifted up his 
youthful voice in praise of the Redeemer. And as 
the first lines of the second verse fell sweetly upon 
his ear, the barrier, which long years of trouble 
had raised between him and his Saviour, seemed 
to melt away, and something very like a prayer 
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found utterance in his heart No opposition did 
he then offer to the reading of God's Holy Word 
when Edith brought it forth for that purpose ; and 
as precious balm to his soul were the opening 
words of that beautiful chapter — the 55 th of Isaiah 
— " Ho, every one that thirsteth, come ye to the 
waters, and he that hath no money ; come ye, buy, 
and eat; yea, come, buy wine and milk without 
money and without price." As a lightning flash, 
they brought back to his remembrance our Lord's 
gracious invitation : " Come unto me all ye that 
are weary and heavy laden, and I will give you 
rest," — and when the little party knelt in prayer, 
he, too, bent his knee, for the first time since many 
years, and the burden of his spirit found relief in 
the earnest petition, "Lord be merciful to me a 
siimer!" 

Not then did Edith know how deeply conviction 
was working in his heart ; but as time wore on, and 
his life bore testimony to the great inward change, 
she learned with joy the blessed result of that 
Christmas Eve, and drew from it fresh courage to 
speak that " word in season," of which it is said, 
"how good it is;" depending more than ever upon 
God's promised blessing on His Holy Word : " It 
shall not return unto me void ; but it shall accom- 
plish that which I please, and it shall prosper in 
the thing whereto I sent it" 
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Calm and serene was the night which ushered 
in the glorious day of man's redemption and the 
Saviour's birth. Long lingered the sisters at their 
windows; for a solemn silence seemed to reign 
over the starlit sky, and envelop the earth, as if 
nature awaited a similar manifestation of the glory 
of the Lord to that which filled the heavens, when, 
in ages long gone by, the shepherds watched their 
flocks by night, and listened to the tidings of great 
joy, which the angelic host so triumphantly pro- 
claimed. And when all were hushed in sleep, soft 
strains of music floated sweetly upwards, falling 
upon their half-awakened senses like that of other 
spheres, until, drawing nearer and nearer, they 
recognised the "Christmas waits," and distin- 
guished the well-known words — 

** Hark ! the herald angels sing, 
Glory to the new-bom King ; 
Peace on earth and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled," 

But not to English hearts alone did Christmas- 
tide bring joy and gladness. And thus it was, that 
ere its few brief days were over, Edith and her 
friends were invited to witness the rejoicings of a 
little band of children, who spoke another lan- 
guage than their own, and in whom they had, for 
sometime, felt a deep interest. For many are the 
irazjderers from other lands who find a home in 
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England's vast metropolis, some ranking with the 
noblest of her sons in point of birth or high intelli- 
gence; others, whose talents are devoted to the 
extension of the various arts and sciences in their 
adopted country, and who thus maintain that same 
trae spirit of independence which has rendered 
them exiles on a foreign shore. But many more 
there are who occupy a lower grade ; and in the 
capacity of artisans of various kinds find it a hard 
struggle to win their daily bread. How, then, were 
these poor sons of toil to educate their children % 
Their time too fully employed to permit them to 
impart what little knowledge they themselves pos- 
sessed; their means unequal to any demand for 
paid instruction, — ^what seemed before their boys 
and girls but hopeless ignorance? True, there 
were English schools on every side, where English 
hands would have been held out in welcome to 
the little strangers ; but of what avail were they 
to those who understood no language but their 
own? 

And thus might the poor exile's children have 
long remained, deprived of every opportunity of 
cultivating those powers with which God has 
endowed the human mind; and which, we may 
be well assured, it cannot please Him to see 
neglected. But, to meet their great necessity. He 
raised up hearts of true philanthropy, where love 
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to Him and their fellow - creatures made them 
delight in works of benevolence. Through their 
exertions, not unmingled with some self-sacrifige, 
the long-felt need was at length supplied. Seven 
years ago, a modest little edifice, north of Leicester 
Square, threw open its doors to the exile's chil- 
dren, and there they were banded together in a 
free Protestant institution, under the fatherly 

supervision of the excellent pastor M And 

noble, indeed, was the work which, with untir- 
ing energy, he thus endeavoured to carry out — 
drawing, as it did, the little ones of many creeds 
into the one true faith, and opening to them the 
door of the one true fold. But whilst their higher 
interests were made of paramount importance, in- 
finite pains were taken to qualify those destitute 
little wanderers for fixture usefulness in their sphere 
of life, and well has the result repaid the effort 
The children have prized their advantages; the 
teachers have been blessed in their labours; and 
out of the many hundreds who have been rescued 
from grossest darkness, both of mind and soul, not 
a few have been provided with situations of various 
kinds, adapted to their years, and thus enabled to 
gain an honest livelihood. 

But during those seven years the work of 
Christian love and usefulness has far extended. 
Penetrating to the homes of the most needy and 
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wretched, the colporteur carries the glad tidings of 
hope and peace to many a sin-burdened heart; 
and in the orataire of the institution, a zealous, 
hard-working chaplain gathers around him the 
long-benighted, and proclaims to them the light 
of gospel truth in their much-loved native tongue. 

Dear reader, would you also do something for 
those whom God's providence has caused to seek 
a home amongst us % Follow then our friends to 
" Gerard Street, Soho ;" and there, on the walls of 
an unpretending building, you will see the inscrip- 
tions : — 

£C0LES FRANJAISES. 

SALLE d'ASILE — GRATUITES. 

CHAPELLE fiVANG^LIQUE. 

Enter with them ; for its door is open to all who 
take a kindly interest in its mission of mercy ; and 
ere you leave, methinks your heart will acknow- 
ledge its claim upon your earnest sympathy ; and 
testify, by a liberal donation, how well you under- 
stand our Lord's command, — " Be not forgfetful to 
entertain strangers." 

Well known to Edith and her party is the vener- 
able pastor M ; and, with mingled pride and 

pleasure, they claim in him a much-esteemed and 
highly-valued friend. And as he meets them at 
the open door — ^his tall, majestic form as yet un- 
bowed by the weight of years, and his noble, in- 
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tellectual countenance beaming with the welcome 
of a kindly heart — ^who would not prize his friend- 
ship ? But deeper than a stranger's eye can pierce 
lie the founts from whence spring deeds of Chris- 
tian sympathy and kindness ; and Edith an4 her 
sister best can tell how well he merits their grate- 
ful love and reverence. 

"On hospitable thoughts intent," the pastor's 
wife is busied amidst the cake and fruit — for re- 
member it is Christmas-tide ! But she, too, comes 
quickly forward, and seconds her husband's wel- 
come with all a lady's graceful courtesy. Yet an- 
other friendly hand clasps that of Edith^'tis that 

of the young Countess de M , who, through 

love to Christ, has devoted her best days to the 
furtherance of the good work amongst her country- 
men ; and aids, with untiring zeal, every effort of 
her pastor in their behalf 

But who are they, whose bright and happy faces 
fill, as with a halo of gladness, the atmosphere 
around us? Reader, they are "the exiles' chil- 
dren ! " but exiles now no longer ; for England has 
adopted, and English hearts have fostered them ! 
And sweet it is to see, in the quick intelligence, 
prompt obedience, and good discipline, which 
seems to prevail amongst those three hundred 
little ones, tokens of that redeeming love which 
has rescued them from almost heathen darkness. 
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But something there is which evidently renders 
it no easy task for the little feet to remain inactive 
— the eager little hearts still mutely patient ! Every 
eye is flashing, with all the restless vivacity of their 
nation, betraying the impatience that is bubbling 
up within^ despite the outward semblance of dis- 
cipline which is still maintained. And what won- 
der! for before them rises, in toy-bedecked mag- 
nificence, the mystic Christmas tree! Towering 
upwards, until its spiral top all but touches the 
ceiling, glimmering with a hundred tiny lights, and 
wreathed from base to summit with articles most 
tempting to childhood's mind — what wonder that 
the time seems long ere the signal is given, and 
those treasures become their own ! 

But hush ! the head master raises his hand, and 
attention is at once secured. Another moment, 
and each youthful voice is raised in strains of sur- 
passing sweetness, as they all unite in singing the 
praises of that better country, to which we fain 
would hope they all are journeying. 

** En marche ! en marche ! Allons en Canaan ; 
Volons a la terre promise ; 
Que rien jamais n*entrave notre €lan, 
Achevons la noble entreprise. 
O Canaan, divin s^jourl 
O c61este patrie ! 
On est heureux de se voir chaque jour 
Plus pi^ de ta plage chdrie. 
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** En marche ! en marche ! An puissant Roi des cieux 
Offrantd'immortelles louanges, 
Nos hymnes saints et nos accord pieux 
S'uniront attx concerts des anges. 
O Canaan, divin s^jour! 
O celeste patrie ! 
On est heureux de se voir chaque jour 
Plus prbs de ta plage ch^rie." 

And now the deep, full tones of their pastor's 
voice fall upon the ear, and in a few simple words 
he draws their attention to the one great cause 
of Christmas-tide rejoicings — " the manifestation of 
God's love to man, in the mortal birth of our Lord 
and Saviour.*' Dear children ! may their young 
hearts be early drawn to that loving Saviour, and 
His wise and tender precepts become the rule of 
their future lives ! But busy hands are now un- 
loading that wondrous Christmas-tree, and one by 
one each child receives some little gift from its 
fairy branches. Then is the spicy cake distributed, 
and a golden orange placed within each little hand 
— many, we doubt not, to be carried home to some 
less-favoured sister or ailing mother. 

Yet once again those sweet young voices raise 
their hymn of praise, filling the room with har- 
mony such as is rarely heard in our English schools^; 
for to these little foreigners music seems a' natural 
gift And then once more their pastor speaks, but 
this time it is in holy benediction ; and with his 
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blessing still ringing in their ears, and solemnising 
their hearts, the children disperse in quiet order to 
their respective homes. 

With deep, warm interest had Edith and her 
friends noted all that passed ; rejoiced to see the 
great band of Christian love thus uniting the wan- 
derer to the home of his adoption, and rendering 
their interests one. And as they bade adieu to the 
kind, good pastor, and his excellent wife, fervent 
was the prayer they breathed for a continued bless- 
ing upon their great and noble work. 

Thus happily had dawned fair Christmas-tide, 
but with its close, dark shadows once more gathered 
around the sisters* path. The long failing health 
of Mr Beresford suddenly gave way, and a total 
prostration of strength rendered him unequal to 
contending any longer with the cares and anxieties 
of a professional hfe, though still unwilling to re- 
linquish it for the quiet and retirement which were 
deemed so necsssary to him. 

Edith and Gertrude pondered sadly over these 
things, which redoubled their anxiety to leave the 
noise and bustle of the great metropolis. Never 
had they lost sight of that much-desired object — a 
home in the country ; but, whilst Gertrude's some- 
what impatient spirit could ill brook the many 
delays in the accomplishment of her wishes, Edith 
had been quietly fulfilling her appointed work — 
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earnestly striving to train aright the minds of the 
dear little ones committed to her care, and finding 
ample employment for every leisure hour in loving 
ministrations to those around her. 

" But something must be done now^' at least so 
Gertrude said, as they were gathered around the 
tea-table one evening. " So mamma, dear, I pro- 
pose that we have a regular consultation after tea, 
and see if we cannot find some way of carrying off 
papa, nolens volens, into some quiet country nook, 
where business cares will be unknown." And no 
dissenting voice being raised, she proceeded forth- 
with to make arrangements for the comfort of the 
little party during their deliberations. The warm 
crimson curtains were closely drawn; the fire 
waxed into a brighter glow ; Mr Beresford's easy 
chair ensconced in the snuggest comer; the others 
circled round, and Gertrude herself bestowed upon 
a low seat by his side. 

"And now, papa," she said, ^^you are not to 
speak a word, but quietly leave it for us to deter- 
mine what will be best for you — must he not, Mrs 
Howard?" 

" Mrs Howard ! " dear reader do you recognise 
the name? True " Foster Mother" to Edith and 
Gertrude, and most highly valued friend to their 
parents, she sat amongst them a dear and hon- 
oured guest And could you have looked upon 
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that soul-lit countenance, with its beaming expres- 
sion of Christian love and large warm-hearted sym- 
pathies, easily would you have understood the 
mingled reverence and affection with which she 
was regarded. Cheerily she responded to Ger- 
trude's appeal, adding — " And I also have a little 
plan to propose, which I hope will meet with the 
approval of all." 

But, ere that plan could be disclosed, a quick 
ring at the front door-bell startled the little party; 
a manly step was heard in the passage, and in an- 
other moment they were joyfully welcoming a dear 
young friend from the country, who, after the first 
greetings were over, was drawn within the circle, 
and subjected to various questionings as to the 
cause of his unexpected appearance : Gertrude re- 
marking, " that she thought he must be gifted with 
dairvoyancey since he had come just when he was 
most wanted." 

" I am glad to hear it," returned Ernest Somers, 
smiling ; " for my object in coming to town was 
simply to see if I could be of any use to you. * A 
little bird' told me of Mr Beresford's ill health, and 
your unsettled plans, so I could not help running 
up to proffer my services in any way they can be 
rendered available." 

Mr Beresford held out his hand in silence, but 
with a look which spake his thanks far better than 
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any words, while Mrs Howard, who saw in every- 
thing the leadings of Providence, said gently, 
^' How true it is that *• God maketh all things work 
together for good to such as love Him.' And now 
I may venture to explain my plan, for I foresee 
that the only obstacle I anticipated will be re- 
moved" 

Deeply interested, all awaited ihe denauemmt^ 
so she continued, " I am well acquainted with the 
wishes of these dear girls, and would fain do all I 
can to further them. So I propose that they re- 
turn with me to Heathercliff, whence we will at 
once look round. for a suitable house; prepare it 
for your reception, dear friends, and then invite 
you to take possession." ' 

Edith and Gertrude were delighted; but Mrs 
Beresford looked grave, and Mr Beresford shook 
his head. 

" Too far from London," said he ; "I could not 
undertake such a journey every day." 

" I should think not, papa," said Gertrude, mer- 
rily; " and we should not allow you if you could." 

"What do you mean. Miss Sauce-box 1" asked 
her father. 

"That you are to be content to subside into 
private life for the future — nay, you cannot object 
now, for Edith's pupils have increased, and " 

" And you seem to think that requires as 
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little consideration, and involves no more exertion, 
than the packing-up of a young lady's wardrobe, 
when she is about to visit a friend ! I hope you are 
on my side, Ernest ; for these girls seem to have 
entered into a conspiracy against me ; and there is 
my good friend, Mrs Howard, at the head of it !*' 

"Who would not follow such a leader?" replied 
Ernest " I am afraid I cannot support you against 
her^ Mr Beresford; for her plan seems to me the 
very best that can be adopted, provided you will 
allow me to render you a friend's assistance, in the 
many little arrangements which such a removal will 
necessitate." 

" There, papa !" said Gertrude ; " now you are 
left without a single excuse !" 

" I thought it would be so when Ernest made his 
appearance," said Mrs Howard, smiling; "for I 
know, by experience, that he is always ready to 
help a friend.'* 

" Yes, he is staunch and true," said Mr Beres- 
ford ; " and I know that his friendship can be relied 
upon, for it has been tried and tested in many ways. 
But, Edith, what will become of your chicks if you 
run away to Heathercliff 1" 

" Oh, we must try to have our new home ready 
to receive them when their holidays terminate; 
and, if not, I dare say they will have no objection 
to having them extended a little." 
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" There is one thing, I think, you are quite over- 
looking," said Mrs Beresford ; " and that is, the 
wishes of the parents. They may not approve of 
the change for their children." 

" I do not fear that, mamma. Country air is 
always thought desirable for them, and especially 
so do I think it would be for our pale little Lily. 
I long to see her bounding over the beautiful com- 
mon, free from the restraints which render her walks 
here so irksome." 

" I very much doubt, though, if her papa will be 
able to part with her," said Mrs Beresford, with an 
ominous shake of the head. 

" He will, if he deems it for her good," returned 
Edith. " His affection for her, though so deep, is 
not at all selfish." 

" Well," put in Mr Beresford, " we are worsted 
on all sides, my dear ; so I think we had better 
yield. Our girls shall go with you, kind friend," 
addressing Mrs Howard ; "and under your guidance, 
I hope they will find the home so long wished-for 
— so much anticipated. Ernest shall be my right 
hand here ; and by the time you are ready for us, 
I dare say we shall be able to join you.'' 

Universal satisfaction was the result of this 
speech, Gertrude declaring that it entitled him to 
forgiveness for having broken through the rule, — 
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" not to speak a word ; " whilst Mrs Howard, in her 
favourite words of Scripture, turned their thoughts 
in a higher direction, — " Commit thy way unto the 
Lord ; trust also in him, and he shall bring it to 
pass." 



H 




PART FIFTH. 

ILD and weird was the music of the 
pine woods, when once more it fell 
upon the ears of Edith and Gertrude ; 
for the fitful blasts of winter moaned 
sadly and strangely through the dark shades, where 
last they had listened to the gentle murmurs of 
the summer's breeze. 

Shorn of their glory were the golden corn-fields ; 
leafless the stately trees which adorned the com- 
mon, and clustered in the valley ; but lovely still 
to the sisters' eyes were the hills and dales of fau: 
Heathercliff". 

And when, on the evening of their arrival, they 
sat chatting around the fire in Mrs Howard's pretty 
little drawing-room — ^listening to her kind, loving 
words of comfort and advice, or to Clara's joyous 
anticipations of future happiness — full to overflow- 
ing were their hearts with thankfulness for the 
loving kindness which had brought them to a spot 
so rich in blessings. 

Earnestly they talked of the fiitiure, for even 
Gertrude felt that there was a degree of responsi- 
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bility attaching to their position, and the feeling 
acted as a salutary check upon her somewhat 
exuberant spirits at being so near the attainment 
of her wishes. And when the hour of prayer drew 
nigh — kneeling around their mother-friend — fer- 
vent was the response of their hearts to her earnest 
petition, that " her children might be guided by 
Heavenly wisdom in the important step they were 
about to take;" for, in that solemn moment, they 
deeply felt how powerless they were to act aright 
without such aid. 

Eagerly Gertrude questioned the sky, when she 
arose on the following morning ; and, to her great 
delight, not a single cloud darkened its bright 
expanse. But below — what magical transforma- 
tion was there ! No longer rested her eye upon 
the fresh green sward and verdant gorse of the far 
extending common — Chidden were they all beneath 
a snowy robe of such pure, unsullied white, that she 
marvelled to see it — contrasting it most satisfac- 
torily, to her own mind at least, with the dingy 
appearance which winter's fairest garb presents to 
a dweller in the cities. 

" Edith," she exclaimed, " up I and look at this 
fairy scene ! It is long since you saw such * snow* 
as this — dazzling in all its pristine beauty;" and 
as Edith rather sleepily complied, Clara entered 
the room, her face beaming with delight. 
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" Such good news !" she said, " mamma has 
been out r" 

" Out !" cried Gertrude, " aheady ]" 

" Oh, yes ; she has great faith, you know, in the 
beautifying effects of the early dew, and ^* 

" Clara, you are too ridiculous ! If what you 
say be true, I think it would be the young lady — 
and not the old — who would wander abroad in the 
early morning in order to gather the dew-drops/* 

" What a sceptic you are, Gertrude ! The fair 
dames of old had more faith than you in that 
ancient recipe for improving the complexion, 
* to wash in the dew ere the sun had fallen upon 
it'" 

" But they translated it even as I do, and 
deemed the early walk the most beneficial part of 
the business. That, I fancy, is also Mrs Howard's 
opinion — so now do enlighten us as to the result of 
her expedition." 

" Well, she has seen just the place you want — a 
pretty Gothic cottage, in such a lovely situation ! 
I know you will like it — all I fear is, that you may 
think it too small. But Edith, dear, do make 
haste down, and then mamma will tell you all 
about it." 

Soon were they gathered around the cheerful 
breakfast-table, questioning and listening with eager 
attention ; and so tempting was Mrs Howard's de- 
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scription of the cottage, that ere long all were on 
their way to inspect it. 

How glorious was that snow -scene through 
which they had to pass ! how it glistened in the 
sunlight, and what a source of amusement was the 
frozen element to every little mind and hand ! 
Ringing through the clear bracing air came peals 
of joyous laughter from many a youthful group, as 
they skimmed lightly over the icy surface of the 
water — ^pelting one another with snow-balls, or 
cheering on some little madcap, who, more daring 
than the rest, aimed his crystal missile at a higher 
mark, and drew upon himself the wrath of some 
sedate old gentleman or antiquated dowager. 

But the cottage was not far distant; it stood on 
the brow of a hill, overlooking that " rocky glen," 
in which the young friends had wandered together 
so happily in the sweet summer time; and to both 
Edith and Gertrude this alone lent a charm to the 
place. But there were other points that pleased 
them none the less. Gertrude was delighted with 
itsnual appearance; whilst Edith — considering the 
comfort of its inmates — quietly investigated its in- 
ternal arrangements, and pronounced in their favour. 

" Then, dear Mrs Howard, may we not take it 
at oncef said impatient Gertrude. 

" I think we had better inquire about the rent 
first," returned Mrs Howard, smiling. 
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" Oh, yes ; I had forgotten that Shall we go 
now?" 

The rent proving no obstacle, Gertrude's wish 
was yielded to, and negotiations commenced ; she 
and Edith rejoicing not a little in such a speedy 
termination to their house-hunting expeditions. 

"And we shall be so near you^ dear Mrs 
Howard, that we shall be able to see you every 
day," said Gertrude; as they chatted together in 
the evening about the day's proceedings. 

" We shall also be able to attend Mr 0'Neile*s 
ministry," remarked Edith ; " I am so glad of 
that." 

But, alas ! their bright hopes were soon dashed 
to the ground; for even as they breathed them a 
note arrived, stating in brief but unmistakable 
terms, that " the landlord had decided to occupy 
the house himself." 

General was the disappointment, but Gertrude's 
consternation was the greatest. " What shall we 
do ?" she exclaimed, " I believe there is not an- 
other house likely to suit us; the agent said he 
did not know of one. Oh, that landlord ! Mrs 
Howard, do you not think we could coax him into 
letting it, by promising to be very good tenants, 
and all that sort of thing ?" 

" I am afraid not, my dear, as no one is likely to 
he a. better tenant than the landlord himself." 
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" But perhaps the offer of a higher rent might 
induce him." 

Mrs Howard shook her head incredulously; but 
seeing how Gertrude's mind was bent upon it, with 
ever ready kindness proffered her aid. 

"I will see the landlord," she said, "and try 
what can be done;" and ere Gertrude's sleepy eyes 
were fairly open on the following morning, their 
kind friend was busy in their behalf. But, for 
once, her mission failed. A young wife^s influence 
was at work, and who might hope to win the day 
with such an all-powerful opponent in the field? 
She, too, admired the pretty cottage, and wished 
to call it her home — so poor Gertrude was fain 
to yield, and turn her researches in another 
direction. 

But Heathercliff had one disadvantage, in that 
its very beauty acted as an obstacle to those who 
wished to make it their place of residence. So 
generally attractive was it deemed, that a house, 
minus a tenant, was by no means an easy thing 
to meet with; and, added to this, the landlords, by 
the high rate at which they estimated their pro- 
perty, seemed to think themselves justified in im- 
posing a sort of " tax " upon the natural beauties 
of the neighbourhood. Many were the wanderings 
of Edith and Gertrude in quest of a suitable abode, 
but for some time they led to no good result. At 
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last, indefatigable Mrs Howard found her way into 
a quiet little comer which but few frequented, and 
there, adorning the windows of a substantial-look- 
ing residence, she saw the welcome words, " To 
let" Home she sped, eager to impart the good 
news, and ere long the whole quartet were on the 
spot, investigating its adaptability to their require- 
ments. 

" It looks well outside," remarked Edith, notic- 
ing its solid squareness of outline, that almost sure 
indication of comfort within. 

But poor Gertrude looked on in dire dismay — 
"Oh, Mrs Howard !" she said, "how can you call 
this a country house? Buildings in front, buildings 
behind, and high walls all round — we might just as 
well be in London !" 

" Then you think nothing of being within a walk 
of * Foster Mother V " asked Mrs Howard, with a 
smile. 

Gertrude's answer was a reproachful shake of the 
head, whilst Clara remarked, " It is far too long a 
walk though, is it not, Edith 1" 

" If we might choose, dear, but we do not seem 
to have that privilege." 

" But, Edith, look at the garden !" exclaimed 
Gertrude. " I am sure it is damp, and those high 
walls seem built for the very purpose of excluding 
all fresh air. And then it is so far from the com- 
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mon, which, you know, we have thought so much 
of for the children." 

" Yes, it certainly does not seem quite the right 
place for them. What do you say, dear Mrs 
Howard r' 

" That Gertrude, ^r once^ has common sense on 
her side, and her objection deserves consideration." 

Pleased with this admission, though half inclined 
to quarrel with the disparaging ^^foronce^ Gertrude 
pursued her advantage, and after the "pros and 
cons" had been duly considered, the latter were 
declared to be in the ascendant. 

" Only wait a little," she said, hopefully, " and 
we shall yet find something rather more like our 
ideal of a country residence." 

But even her sanguine spirit began to despond, 
as one day after another passed away and left 
them still without a house. Edith looked very 
grave; talked about the holidays being nearly 
over ; and asked, " What was to be done with * the 
children?'" 

"We really must decide upon something," she 
said. " Tell me, Gertrude, which shall it be, * Lon- 
don,' or * London house?' for it seems to me we 
have no other choice." 

Gertrude's face expressed most plainly her dis- 
approbation of either plan ; and with a pleading 
look she turned to Mrs Howard, who at that mo- 
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ment entered the room. There was a certain air 
of quiet satisfaction about her which struck Ger- 
trude at once, and springing forward she ex- 
claimed — 

" Mrs Howard, I am sure you have good news 
for us ! Now, is it not so f ' 

" Patience, my child, and I will tell you all. 
Yes, I think your wishes are likely to be realised 
at last, for I have, most unexpectedly, met with a 
house which seems to me very suitable for you." 

" But where is it % please tell me that first," said 
Gertrude, coaxingly. 

" Not far from your much-admired cottage, dear, 
and with just the same lovely views." 

" O Edith ! think of that ! Do let us go to see 
it.'* 

"What an impatient girl you are, Gertrude; 
would it not be better to hear a little more about 
it first % Is the rent high, Mrs Howard?" 

" No, my dear; and I think you cannot do better 
than go to see it at once, as Gertrude suggests." 

Gladly they obeyed; and this time certainly Ger- 
trude had no cause to complain of " high walls and 
obstructed views/' The eye wandered at will over 
miles of rich and varied scenery ; whilst the " fresh 
air" had free entrance to every comer of the garden, 
inasmuch as there was not the slightest obstacle 
interposed in the shape of wall or rail; a scanty 
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hedge of laurel alone dividing it from the fields. 
And thus it came to pass that where flowers should 
have bloomed, a fourfooted wanderer cropped the 
herbage green, doubtless mistaking the so-called 
garden for its own rightfiil pasture. " This is not 
very promising," said Edith. 

" Oh, never mind !" replied Gertrude. " It will 
amuse papa to put it all in order, — gentlemen must 
have something to do, — and only look at the pro- 
spect!'* 

The interior was more encouraging, and to both 
Edith and Gertrude seemed well adapted for the 
comfort and convenience of its inmates. So it was 
unanimously agreed that nothing better could be 
done than to secure it at once; and to the landlord 
they went forthwith. 

A sturdy Httle man was he, plain and blunt in 
his manners, but kind at heart notwithstanding. 
No mind had he to waste his time or words in un- 
necessary poHteness, — mere fdcts were all that he 
thought fit to state, — and brief and to the purpose 
was the sisters* first interview with their fiitiure land- 
lord. In a few minutes the matter was considered 
settled, and with light hearts they bade him " good 
morning," when, — " Oh ! Mr Garston, why did you 
not mention that at first f* 

" I forgot to say," he remarked, " that I object 
to a schooir 
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Edith and Gertrude looked at each other in dis- 
may ! " Oh dear !" thought the latter, " are we never 
to meet with a house !" 

" I do not think your objection will apply to us, 
Mr Garston," said Edith. " I certainly have a few 
pupils, but they do not constitute a * school,' be- 
ing regarded merely as an addition to our home 
circle." 

"Just the same thing, ma'am — just the same 
thing." 

And very hard indeed it was to persuade the 
good man that it was not "just the same thing;" 
but Edith's gentle manner won upon him, and at 
length he yielded the point. 

Gaily was all this talked over with Mrs Howard 
and Clara, and plan after plan discussed for render- 
ing the new house comfortable for the dear ones 
left behind. 

"There is one drawback, however," remarked 
Edith. " I find that we cannot have possession 
for some time, and I do not think it will be well to 
extend the children's holidays so long." 

" I have thought of that, dear Edith," said Mrs 
Howard ; " and a little plan has occurred to me, 
which I think will meet the difficulty. Let the dear 
children come herCj there is room both in my house 
and heart for all." 

" Dear Mrs Howard I how kind you are ! But I 
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fear the little ones would sadly interfere with your 
own comfort, and disturb your own arrangements." 

" And even if it were so, dear girl," replied Mrs 
Howard, with a beaming smile ; " what is a httle 
personal inconvenience compared with the pleasure 
of aiding those we love % But do not fear any such 
thing; I shall be delighted to hear their merry 
voices, and to have their bright little faces around 
me." 

Edith's earnest thanks were a compound of tears 
and smiles ; for she deeply felt the ever-ready kind- 
ness and sympathy of that true, true friend ; whilst 
Gertrude pressed a loving kiss upon the hand she 
warmly clasped. 

" You will then be on the spot to superintend all 
airangements,*' continued Mrs Howard; "and I 
think it would be a good plan to leave that depart- 
ment to Gertrude, whilst you, Edith, devote your- 
self to the children. It is quite time," she added, 
smiling, "for this thoughtless girl to be initiated 
into some of the mysteries of business." 

^^ Business r echoed Gertrude, in dismay. "I 
thought that was all to be left behind in London." 

" And pray, how do you mean to furnish your 
house ?" asked Mrs Howard. " There must be a 
degree of business connected with that, I fancy ; to 
say nothing of the agreement^ which has puzzled 
wiser heads than yours, my child." 
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"Mrs Howard, you are quite alarming! But 
how is all this important business to be managed — 
for we do not intend to bring much furniture from 
London — I suppose there are shops here where we 
can buy all we want f * 

" Yes, certainly — ^but at a high cost You must 
do better than that, Gertrude, though it may involve 
rather more trouble. This catalogue will explain 
what I mean." 

Gertrude took it, and read: — "A large and 
extensive sale of household furniture," &c. 

" Oh, Mrs Howard, I can do nothing at a sale ! 
I never was at such a place in my life !" and poor 
Gertrude looked really frightened. 

There was a general laugh at her discomfiture ; 
but Mrs Howard reassured her by saying — 

" I do not intend you to go alone; we will buy 
our experience together!" and then, turning to 
Edith — "We must, however, arrange about the 
children first ; for whilst we have been busy 
* house-hunting,' spring has stolen upon us ima- 
wares, and it is a pity for the little things not to be 
enjo)dng it in the country." 

" I will write to their parents at once," replied 
Edith, opening her desk for that purpose. 

" And I," said Gertrude, "will write to mamma. 
There is quite a whole budget of news to tell her. 
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and I long to know what she and papa think of our 
proceedings." 

Kind, indeed, was the response which these 
letters called forth. To Edith's care the parents 
freely intrusted their children ; expressing their 
confidence in terms which, though most grateful 
to her heart, made her feel more than ever the 
deep responsibility of such a charge. Mrs Howard's 
kindness was folly appreciated ; whilst the cordial 
approval of Mr and Mrs Beresford sanctioned all 
arrangements. 

**We are quite ready to join you," wrote the 
latter, "as soon as you can do with us, and feel 
quite eager to see the new house our dear girls 
have selected for us. But as our patience is likely 
to be tried a little, we propose, in the meantime, 
to pay Aunt Sophie a visit j for — thanks to our 
good friend, Ernest Somers — papa is no longer 
trammelled by the restraints of business." 

So the children came to Heathercliff, and little 
feet pattered a joyous accompaniment to youthful 
voices in the once quiet home of Mrs Howard and 
her daughter Clara. Quaint, airy little Lilian was 
there — nestling as before to Edith's side, and 
rejoicing to be once more with "her dear Miss 
Beresford" Sweet, loving Rose was there; her 
sunny fece bright as of yore, and with her a 
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younger sister — the dark-eyed little Dora — who 
took every heart by storm, and maintained her 
sway, despite the oft-repeated offences into which 
her love of fun and frolic was constantly leading 
her. 

A happy little band they formed, with their other 
companions; whilst all were gathered into the 
warm, loving heart of Mrs Howard, and cherished 
by her even as her own. Ever was she devising 
some little plan for their enjoyment ; and as the 
spring rapidly advanced, many were the rural 
excursions in quest of flowers, and milk "fresh 
from the cow," which she promoted and often 
shared. At times, Edith would shake her head 
when some new treat of this kind was proposed, 
and talk of "studies neglected, and parents dis- 
appointed ;" but Mrs Howard's theory of educa- 
tion was a wise one, and she rightly deemed the 
time well spent that imparted vigour to the body, 
and freshness and elasticity to the mind. And as 
the children daily grew more blooming under this 
pleasant admixture of books within, and nature 
without — wee Lily's cheek acquiring a deeper rose- 
tint as she bounded joyously across the common, 
or rifled the mossy banks of their floral treasures — 
Edith could not but rejoice in the gracious Pro- 
vidence which had brought them within such 
kindly influences. But a far deeper source of 



Realised Wishes. 129 

gratitude was hers; for, whilst the health of the 
little ones was thus tenderly considered, their 
higher interests were not forgotten, and in the 
congenial atmosphere of that Christian home, the 
germs of truth and heavenly love, which she had so 
earnestly sought to implant in their young hearts, 
were most carefully nourished and strengthened by 
the bright example which so powerfully seconded 
every precept. 

In the meantime " business" was not overlooked. 
To Gertrude's consternation, she was one morning 
informed that the time had arrived for her initiation 
into the unknown mysteries of a public auction ; 
and with many misgivings she accompanied her 
kind friend to the scene of action — a large marquee 
in the grounds of a neighbouring mansion. Armed 
with a long list of articles — needful, desirable, 
and ornamental — which she had prepared under 
Mrs Howard's thoughtful direction, she took a seat 
near the tall, queer looking object, known as an 
"auctioneer's rostrum;" and somewhat reassured 
by the presence of others of the gentle sex, looked 
curiously around upon the new scene into which 
she was thus introduced. Two old ladies were 
evidently much more experienced in such affairs, 
for they made themselves quite at home during the 
interval which elapsed before the proceedings of 
the day fairly commenced; displaying, to Ger- 
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trude's great amusement, such appliances of com- 
fort and entertainment in the shape of sandwiches, 
books, and work, as clearly evinced their determi- 
nation to remain where they were until the shades 
of evening dispersed the assembly. But knock ! 
knock ! knock ! and, with a start, Gertrude glanced 
up at the "rostrum" before mentioned, all her 
alarm retmning when she beheld it occupied by 
the hero of the day, who called attention to his 
exalted position by the sounding strokes of his 
professional hammer. Bewildered by the rapidity 
with which — after a few flowery commendations — 
he offered one article after another to those around 
him, Gertrude turned to Mrs Howard, sapng, " It 
is of no use, Mrs Howard, I cannot bid. He is so 
quick, that the things are sold almost before I 
know they are put up ; and — there! he has actually 
taken my look for a bid, and I do believe he is 
going to knock down that huge wardrobe to us ! 
I wonder how we should get it into our wee homel" 
and in the midst of her perplexity she could not 
help laughing at the idea. But a higher bid re- 
lieved her from this difficulty, and she resolutely 
turned away from the auctioneer, determined not to 
give him the opportunity of involving her in another. 
" But, my dear," said Mrs Howard, " this will 
never do. You are losing everything, and they are 
reaXLy very cheap." 
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" Well, I will try," and with a desperate effort 
she once more faced the enemy, as a remarkably 
pretty carpet — with which she desired to adorn the 
room which was to be Mrs Beresford's little sanc- 
tum — ^was brought upon the platform. "Twenty 
shillings — twenty-five — thirty — thirty-five — forty " 
— so went the bids without a moment's pause ; and 
whilst Gertrude was trying to calculate what each 
sima would be per yard, fearful of being beguiled 
into papng more than cost price — no unusual thing, 
dear reader, when a clever auctioneer is in the desk 
— ^the words " going, going, gone,'' fell upon her ear, 
and brought her calculations to an unexpected 
terminationj 

With a comical look she tmned once more to 
Mrs Howard — "Discretion is the better part of 
valour," she said ; " and so, dear friend, I shall 
yield the sceptre into your more skilfiil hands, and 
watch the progress of affairs from some safe retreat 
— myself unseen." And drawing back, she en- 
sconced herself in a snug position behind Mrs 
Howard's chair ; and a few whispered suggestions 
were all she hazarded during the remainder of the 



Still a few purchases were effected, and hence 
arose a new difficulty. " Mrs Howard," said Ger- 
trude — as she tripped gaily across the common on 
their way home — " I think we shall have to re-sell 
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our new acquisitions, for we have nowhere to put 
them!" 

" Do not trouble about that, my dear. Mr 
Marshman will, I am sure, kindly take them in ; 
there is always room in his warehouse." 

But it so happened that there was not room just 
at that particular time; and Gertrude was begin- 
ning to deem the pleasures of proprietorship by no 
means commensurate with its perplexities, when 
dear, good Mrs Howard once more came to her aid. 

"Never mind, my child," she said, smiling; 
"there are still some vacant corners in my house; 
and if, as our friends say, *it is as elastic as 
india-rubber,' there will be no difficulty in the 
matter. But," she added, more gravely, "you 
must acquit yourself rather more creditably as a 
' woman of business ' to-morrow ; for there is to be 
another sale a few miles distant, to which I think 
it desirable you should go." 

In vain Gertrude pleaded to be let off, or that 
Edith should go in her place — the fiat had gone 
forth, and she had only to obey. However, in 
this case there were compensating circumstances ; 
and the prospect of a long drive through the lovely 
country lanes with her valued friend, tended not a 
little to reconcile her to less agreeable concomi- 
tants. So, early the following morning, whilst the 
dew-drops were yet fresh upon the hedge-rows, and 
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the lark was trilling its matin hymn of praise in the 
clear ether above, they started on their expedition; 
their little steed bounding gaily forward as though 
he felt not the light burden behind him, but partici- 
pated in the exhilarating freshness of all around. 
On they went, first across the open common, with 
its glorious panoramic views of wood, hill, and dale; 
its golden masses of fragrant gorse, and towering 
fragments of ancient rocks. On, on — through the 
leafy lanes, where the friendly trees interlaced their 
spreading branches, forming a verdant canopy o'er 
road and path, whence many a feathered songster 
poured forth a gushing stream of melody. On — 
still on — ^between mossy banks, where the starlike 
primrose clustered in rich profusion, and the blue- 
eyed violet nestled in shady nooks, gracing its 
lonely lot by the rare fragrance it diffused around — 
emblem meet of modest worth and sweet content. 
How Gertrude revelled in all this spring-tide 
loveliness ! To her there was " a voice in every 
flower and leaf;" for, with the poet, she felt 
that— 

" Wondrous truths, and manifold as wondrous, 
God hath written in the stars above ; 
But not less in the bright flowerets under us 
Stands the revelation of His love." 

Fain would she have lingered in those pleasant 
scenes, but Mrs Howard held up a formidable 
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looking "catalogue" as a reminder; and with a 
sigh Gertrude resigned herself to business. 

More ambitious than his ' predecessor, the 
"knight of the hammer" had taken up his posi- 
tion in a large and elegant drawing-room; and 
whilst the company lounged upon velvet couches, 
or buried themselves in the depths of most luxu- 
rious easy-chairs, the little man — for he was but 
a " little man " after all — elevated himself upon a 
massive table, around which, no doubt, a happy 
family group had ofttimes gathered. To Ger- 
trude's mind there was something very sad in 
this ; and she wondered what the fair dames, who 
had floated so gracefully through that bright saloon 
in .their fairy robes, would have thought, could 
they have seen the incongruous assembly by which 
it was now invaded. For there was a strange 
medley of every class; and the rough-shod 
labourer trod with the same freedom upon the 
mimic flowers of the delicate carpet as the proud 
"esquire" and his lady-wife. But reflections such 
as these were quickly banished by the novelty of 
the "little man's" proceedings. Evidently well 
acquainted with the greater part of his auditors, 
he seemed to know by intuition what particular 
thing they were most in need of; and, addressing 
them by name, expatiated so enthusiastically upon 
its merits and peculiar adaptation to their require- 
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ments, that not a few, merely for the sake of peace, 
were induced to make a much higher bid than 
they had intended, and thus become the discom- 
fited possessors of some much-vaunted article. 
"This is a dreadful man," said Gertrude; "he 
seems determined to make people buy, whether 
they like it or not ! I am quite afraid to draw his 
attention towards us." And, much amused, she 
turned once more to watch his persecution of a 
poor woman, who in an unwary moment had ven- 
tured to compete for a Xong-coy t\jt^ featherbed, 

"Just what you have been wanting for many 
years, Mrs Mason," said her incorrigible persecu- 
tor — " don't lose it for the sake of another shilling; 
may I say twenty-five? — thank you. Thirty — my 
fiiend on the other side % Now, Mrs Mason, only 
think of the comfort it will be to you in the winter^ 
and let me %z:^ forty? No! ah, you forget what a 
cold thing a mattress is ! I may, thank yovi— forty ^ 
forty y forty-five — try again, Mrs Mason ! Fifty ^ 
fifty-fifty — this first-rate feather-bed going iox fifty 
shillings! Ah, another bid ! Thank you, sir. 
Fifty-five! Now, Mrs Mason, don't give it up ; it 
is the best bed you've seen for many a day, and I 
know you have been on the look-out for years; 
let me say three pounds. Yes ! three pounds — the 
best bed that was ever made going for three pounds- 
not half its value ! Going, — go-ing, — ^gone ! Mrs 
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Mason, I congratulate you!" But the good 
woman wantecj no congratulations; overjoyed at 
having won, however dearly, her much coveted 
prize, she pounced upon it at once, and, seizing 
it in her arms, carried it off amidst the hearty 
.laughter of the surrounding company. 

" My dear," said Mrs Howard, " you must bid 
for that chest of drawers." 

" Must I? Then how high shall I go V 

" Not above two pounds." 

Feeling quite determined not to exceed that 
amount, Gertrude entered the lists; but, despite 
all precautions, she found herself ere long commit- 
ted for some shillings more. The same thing, 
only worse, occurred in the case of a wardrobe ; 
and she would have fairly fled the field, had not a 
pretty dinner-service attracted her attention, and 
excited her to one more attempt, and with better 
success. 

" Now, dear Mrs Howard, do let us go before 
we are encumbered with any more undesirable 
appendages ! I like my chinay but oh, that ward- 
robe! I wish some one could be persuaded to 
take it off my hands ; for I really do not believe 
it is worth half the sum that tiresome man teased 
me into giving." 

But no one seemed inclined to relieve her of 
such a questionable bargain ; so all that could be 
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done was to make the best of it — Gertrude stoutly 
declaring that never again would she ventiu-e within 
the dangerous precincts of a public auction ! 

And thus gradually accumulated a little nest of 
household requisites, which were destined to add 
grace and comfort to the new home at Heathercliff. 
All impatience were Edith and Gertrude to distri- 
bute them in their rightful places; for long had been 
the separation from their loved ones, and much they 
desired to hasten the hour of reunion. But when 
their wishes were on the very eve of accomplish- 
ment, a sudden and .seemingly insuperable obstacle 
arose. Lightly as she had treated Mrs Howard's 
warning, when the " agreement came to be signed, 
Gertrude found it really a very formidable affair. 
In fact, it could not be signed at all ; for the objec- 
tionable clause, prohibiting "a school," still re- 
mained, and gave rise to no little perplexity. 

" What is the meaning of this, Mr Garston 1 " 
asked Edith. " I thought we perfectly understood 
each other on this point, and that you were willing 
to waive all objections." 

" Quite so, ma'am. But, at the last moment, I 
found I was myself under the same restriction, and 
bound to enforce it by my agreement with the lord 
of the manor." 

Here was a dilemma ! " I wish those precious 
goods of ours were whence they came," thought 
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Gertrude; "what shall we do with themi" And 
all their deliberations failed to find a way of escape 
out of this new difficulty, until Mrs Howard came, 
as usual, to the rescue. 

" Never despair, my children ! Our good friend, 
Mr Somerville, is well known in influential quarters, 
and through him we may still hope to gain our 
point." 

But Edith was more inclined to despair, and 
dolefiil prognostications of future consequences 
filled her mind. 

" We shall have to return to London after all, I 
fear ; unless, indeed, we take * London House,' — 
what say you, Gertrude?" 

" That I am not at all inclined to do either ! 
No, I have great faith in Mrs Howard's diplomatic 
talents, and believe we shall yet win the day ; for 
who can resist herV^ 

Mr Somerville — an earnest, kind-hearted minister 
of the gospel-r^was quietly enjoying an early break- 
fast on the following morning, when a visitor was 
announced ; and to his surprise that visitor proved 
to be Mrs Howard ! The object of her visit was 
soon explained, and met with the ready response 
she had anticipated. 

" Mr Truman — in whom all authority in these 
matters is vested — is a most excellent, kind-hearted 
maxi, I will see him at once, for I know him well, 
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and doubt not that he will, under the circumstances, 
withdraw the prohibition in favoiu- of our young 
friends f and, true to his word, Mr Somerville lost 
no time in proceeding on his kindly mission. 

Meanwhile, Gertrude had not been idle. Ex- 
ploring every secluded nook in search of another 
vacant habitation, she had, during her wanderings, 
discovered an old house, nearly buried amid the 
heavy foliage of the giant trees that surrounded it. 
Delighted with its rural seculsion,- she ventured 
within the grounds, which were picturesque as 
shady walks, rustic bridges, and mossy mounds 
could make them. " This is just the place for us," 
thought she ; and all eagerness to convey the good 
news, she hastened homewards. But other tidings 
were awaiting her there, which, for a time, made 
her forgetful of those she had to impart. As the 
door opened, sounds of joyous excitement met her 
ear, and in another moment Lily sprung gleefully 
down the stairs into her arms, exclaiming, " Papa 
has come ! papa has come !" Yes, there was Mr 
Dunbar, drawn thither by his tender love for the 
wee darling, and who now gazed, with delighted sur- 
prise, upon her blooming cheek and strong, active 
littie form. 

" Heatherclifif seems to suitj'^w," he said, taking 
her fondly upon his knee. " I wonder if you are as 
fond of //r' 
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" Indeed I am ! We have such beautiful walks, 
and gather wild-flowers every day ! And then there 
are the donkeys!" 

" So you will not go back to London with me 1" 

Lily shook her little head most decidedly ; but 
with a thoughtfulness and consideration that seemed 
to be growing upon her, added — " I wish you and 
dear mamma would come to live here too." 

" What do you say to that. Miss Beresford 1 Do 
you think you could find a house for us?" 

Rather doubtful Edith deemed that^ judging 
from her own experience, and, much to Mr Dun- 
bar's amusement, she gave him a slight sketch of 
the difficulties they had to contend with. 

" I should like to see this unattainable house of 
yours," was his response. 

" But I have found something still better," inter- 
posed Gertrude, thus reminded of her almost for- 
gotten discovery — "A real old-fashioned country 
house, with a garden which has some claim to be 
so called." 

" Indeed !" said Edith—" where can it bel" 

" On Forest Lea," answered Gertrude ; "the pret- 
tiest spot in the neighbourhood." 

" And the most unhealthy !" remarked Mrs 
Howard. "My poor Gertrude, those mossy mounds 
you deem so beautifiil, prove, beyond a doubt, that 
its reputation, as extremely damp, is all too true !" 
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" Nay, then, / have done ; and if your negotia- 
tions fidl, I suppose we must e'en be content to 
return once more to our old abode in London !" 

Much pleased with the house and its situation, 
Mr Dunbar shared their anxiety to obtain it ; and 
when all obstacles were finally removed by Mr 
Truman's kindly consideration, and the imprac- 
ticable agreement converted into a very satisfactory 
one, no one sympathised more warmly in the 
feelings of gratification with which, after so many 
delays and hindrances, Edith and Gertrude at 
length took possession of their new home. And 
then how busy they were! What with curtains, 
blinds, and chintz, it seemed to Gertrude, and her 
great ally, the helpful Clara, as if their needles 
would never cease. And when all appeared to be 
felling into order, and everything in its place, a 
hundred little wants made themselves known, 
which the young housekeepers had entirely over- 
looked. 

"Gertrude, what are we to do? there is not a 
candle-stick in the house." 

" And no fear of wasting our time before the 
looking-glass, since our possessions do not include 
such an aid to vanity!" was Gertrude's laughing 
response. 

" Sarah says she has not a single kitchen utensil 
for cooking purposes !" 
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" Then our pretty dinner-service will not be of 
much use until that want is supplied !" 

And thus they learned, by experience, that the 
term ^* furnishing'* comprised something more than 
the orthodox number of chairs, tables, beds, and 
carpets — and many a merry laugh was raised at 
Gertrude's expense, when, as evening drew nigh, 
she regained the little circle in Mrs Howard's 
pleasant drawing-room, and recounted the various 
perplexities she had met with during the day. 

" But no matter," she would say, hopefully ; " all 
will soon be in readiness for dear papa and mamma ; 
and then — oh, how happy we shall be ! When are 
the children to come, Mrs Howard?" 

" Not until all your arrangements are quite com- 
pleted, my dear — they are much better out of the 
way." 

"They are in quite a state," said Edith, "be- 
tween their desire to see the new house, and their 
reluctance to leave kind Mrs Howard. Lessons 
are sadly out of favour just now, and my little Lily 
very gravely takes upon herself to call the others 
to order !" 

" Indeed !'* exclaimed Clara, " I thought she was 
the veriest little rebel amongst them !" 

" Not nowy she is becoming so sweetly docile 
and obedient, and the old wilfulness has nearly all 
djsappeaxed. You don't know how earnestly the 
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dear child has striven against it ; and never does 
she forget, in her simple prayers, to ask God ' to 
make her truthful anji obedient, kind, loving, 
and gentle;'*' and as Edith tenderly dwelt upon the 
ripening graces of her much-loved darling, a sad- 
ness stole upon her spirit even as the premonition 
of some coming trial. " Lay not up for yourselves 
treasures upon earth," passed through her mind; 
and she felt that her heart was, perchance, clinging 
too fondly to the fair little blossom which was but 
lent, not given. 

But Mrs Howard's cheerful voice broke in upon 
her painful reverie — 

" I must give the little ones a last treat before 
they leave me," she remarked. "What do you 
say, Edith, to an expedition in search of flowers 
and evergreens, wherewith to decorate their new 
school-room ; and when they have filled their bas- 
kets, a farm-house pic-nic to finish off with 1" 

"That you certainly ought to be called *the 
children's friend,' Mrs Howard, for you are ever 
conferring some benefit or pleasure upon them." 

" My dear Edith, that is no answer to my ques- 
tion. Are they to go 1" 

" Dear Mrs Howard ! of course they are, if you 
wish it." 

"There is one thing we have quite forgotten," said 
Gertrude, "and that is a name for our new house." 
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Mrs Howard and Edith looked at each other 
with a smile — evidently they had not forgotten it ! 

" What do you think of * Sunnyside,' dear Ger- 
trude V asked the former, gently. 

A bright smile and loving embrace indicated 
very plainly the nature of Gertrude's thoughts upon 
the subject; whilst Edith, whose voice trembled 
under the influence of conflicting feelings, re- 
marked — 

" I love that name ! It reminds me so vividly 
of the old home where I spent with you so many 
happy days, and of him who was to me as another 
father." 

" Dear Colonel Howard," said Gertrude, softly. 
" Yes, it will indeed be sweet to have old associa- 
tions thus entwined with new ones — ^but will it not 
be painful to you, dear friend T' 

" No, my child ; quite the reverse. The memory 
of my dear husband is very precious to me, and it 
soothes my heart's deep sorrow to find it treasured 
by others." There was a moment's pause, and 
then she added, cheerily — " May the name be one 
of good omen, my children, and its purport veri- 
fied by the sunshine within T 

A few days later, when flowery May was in the 
very zenith of her beauty, and the hedge-rows 
white with the blossoms that bear her name, a 
joyous little group, of which Mrs Howard was the 
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centre, might have been seen exulting in the rural 
freedom of wood and field, and gleaning thence 
sweet floral ornaments of nature's own providing. 
Light and graceful as a child of air, wee Lily- 
bounded on ; chasing gaily some playful lamb, or 
half afi:aid, retreating quickly from its less attrac- 
tive old ewe-mother. And ever and anon, from 
some leafy bower, would bright -haired Rose 
emerge; her baskets overflowing with rifled trea- 
sures — ^pale primrose, wood anemone, and violet 
sweet — ^her glowing face all radiant with delight, 
and, to Gertrude's eye, herself the fairest flower. 

Gently, in the meadows, lowed the meek-eyed 
cattle, as they daintily cropped the juicy herbage ; 
and softly floating on the balmy breeze came the 
cuckoo's welcome note, whilst every tiny grove 
re-echoed with the tide of song poured forth by 
blackbird, thrush, and linnet And mingling with 
them all, gay childhood's happy laugh rang sweetly 
through the air, until, wearied with their play, the 
little ones once more gathered around Mrs Howard, 
hailing, with unequivocal signs of approbation, her 
well-timed proposition to seek — in some friendly 
farm - house — temporary rest and refreshment. 
Gladly they turned towards the rural village of 
Highfield, where they were kindly welcomed by a 
good woman, who, in the fulness of her love for 
children, sought to give them all the pleasure 
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within her means. Lily's wondering eyes gazed 
curiously around the red-tiled parlour, with its 
quaint old-fashioned windows filled with flowers, 
where their simple repast was spread; and some- 
thing in that wistful look excited the farmer's in- 
terest, for ere they left, he invited the little lady, 
to her great delight, to visit the pets of his small 
farm-yard. Timidly she stroked the smooth bright 
hide of the favourite Aldemey, and made acquaint- 
ance with the shaggy coat of the petted pony. 
More at' ease amongst the downy chickens, she 
sought to win with tempting crumbs the little 
nestlings to her hand ; until the watchful mother, 
with flapping wing and angry note, shewed signs 
of ire, and made wee Lily seek without delay a 
safe retreat by Edith's side. 

" But now, dear children," said Mrs Howard, 
"we must hasten home;" and lingeringly they 
bade adieu to their kind host and his hospitable 
dame, who, as they passed through the garden, 
gathered a gay little bunch of flowers, and placed 
it in Lily's hands. Their homeward path wound 
through the village ; and pleasant it was to see in 
the neat cottages, the respectful manners of the 
children, and the tidy appearance of their mothers, 
— ^tokens of that great change which Mr Somer- 
ville's earnest labours had wrought in the place. 
For when — some years before — it first became his 
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ministerial charge, so rife with evil was it deemed, 
that no lady dare venture within its bounds ; and 
even male attire, when indicating a rank above 
their own, was no protection against the bold 
assailants, who hesitated not to manifest without 
disguise their determined hostility to all such in- 
truders. A spirit less firm, patient, and devoted, 
would have quailed before the many difficulties 
with which their new pastor had to contend ; but, 
with quiet perseverance, Mr Somerville gradually 
won his way; caring for no danger, sparing no 
effort, — his sole aim to win souls to Christ Gra- 
dually were the hardened natures of the men soft- 
ened by his gentle teachings and unwearied kind- 
ness; day by day increased the influence of his 
most excellent wife and true helpmate amongst 
the women ; whilst larger grew the little band of 
children whom, with much painstaking, he had 
gathered together for daily instruction. So time 
wore on, bringing rich blessings to that once be- 
nighted village, and dispelling, by the bright rays 
of gospel truth, the darkness which had so long 
enshrouded it. And now, instead of rude sounds 
of unseemly mirth and fierce dispute, the stillness 
of the Sabbath air is broken by the warning bell 
of a neat mission-house, in which their pastor 
assembles his little flock. And gratefiil to that 
good man's heart must be the sight which meets 
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his eye, and the sounds which fall upon his ear ; 
for old men and maidens, young men and chil- 
dren, there join together to praise the name of the 
Lord, and declare the greatness of His mercy. 
And to that sweet simple service would Edith oft- 
times bring her youthful charge, who found, in Mr 
Somerville's skilful adaptation of his discourse to 
the comprehension of liis hearers, a great aid to 
their own understanding of the things which per- 
tain unto salvation. 

But other sympathies had been awakened by 
the Hfe-giving influences which slowly but surely 
had roused the people from theu: inert condition. 
The missionary cause was welcomed amongst 
them ; and those who had tasted of the " unspeak- 
able riches of Christ" were eager to do "what they 
could " to share their blessings with those in hea- 
then lands; whilst evening classes and mothers* 
meetings were gladsome tokens of that desire for 
improvement, which had been excited in the minds 
of beings previously so ignorant and unthrifty. 

It was near the little mission-house that Mrs 
Howard and her party encountered the good 
pastor, who bestowed many a kindly word of re- 
cognition upon the children, with whom he was a 
special favourite ; then turning towards Edith, 
asked, with interest, when they were to take pos- 
scssion of their new abode. 
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"To-morrow," was her reply. "We hope to 
welcome dear mamma and papa in the afternoon ; 
and the children will also join us in the course of 
the day." She paused in some embarrassment, and 
looked appealingly at Mrs Howard, who responded 
with a smile — 

" My young friend has a favour to ask of you, 
Mr Somerville; but, strange to say, her courage 
seems unequal to the task." 

" Indeed ! what may it be f ' 

"She feels with me," continued Mrs Howard, 
now gravely earnest ; " that there can be no happi- 
ness where God is not ; and, therefore, when enter- 
ing their new abode, would seek your aid in con- 
secrating it to His service, and beseeching His 
blessing upon the laboiu^ which shall be carried 
on within its walls." 

" You are very right," said Mr Somerville, turn- 
ing to Edith ; " and I shall rejoice in doing what 
•you wish." 

"Oh, thank you!" she returned, "we shall 
indeed be grateful if you will join us in the evening 
for that purpose. We feel deeply," she added, in 
tones of emotion, " the loving-kindness which has 
led us here, and would commence our new life by 
resolving with Joshua : * As for me and my house 
we will serve the Lord.' " 

With ready kindness Mr Somerville granted her 
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request; and then, their paths diverging, bade 
them adieu until the morrow's meeting. 

Bright and cloudless was that morrow's dawn, 
and merrily the sunbeams chased away dull sleep 
from Gertrude's eyes — ^arousing her to a sense of 
" something good " impending — though what her 
dreamy faculties at first could scarce determine. 
Soon, however, rushed back the full tide of recol- 
lection, bringing with it so many pleasant images 
of coming happiness, that her mind became quite 
bewildered. Then, all impatience to be " up and 
doing," she lost no time in seeking Clara, and 
carrying her off to Sunnyside, in order to make 
quite sure that all was trim as hands could make 
it, and everything in readiness for " mamma and 
papa." And as the time of their arrival drew nigh, 
came sundry tokens of Mrs Howard's thoughtful 
care, in the form of various substantial comforts 
for the expected travellers ; followed, ere long, by 
Mrs Howard herself, and, last of all, by Edith and 
her little pupils. Up and down, into every nook 
and corner — ^peering hither, peering thither — ^flew 
airy Lily and bhthesome Rose; their joyous 
laughter pealing through hall, room, and passage, 
until the erst silent walls seemed alive with the 
very spirit of gladness. A rare charm do those 
little ones seem to wield in our hearts and homes ; 
and dark indeed must be the gloom which does 
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not brighten — thou^ but for a moment — ^when 
childhood's happy laugh is heard. It gushes forth 
firee and untutored as the song of birds, and, like 
it, seems to speak of that " better land" where care 
and sorrow, toil and pain, are for ever unknown. 

But little fingers must be busy with something, 
even though that "something" be fraught with 
mischief; so Edith set them to work at the floral 
decorations of their new class-room, and soon 
they were fully employed in wreathing together 
winter's holly and spring's May-blossoms. Thus 
was their excitement kept under control, until the 
sound of carriage-wheels upon the gravel path out- 
side, followed by Gertrude's eager exclamation, 
" Here they are !" made them forgetful of all re- 
straint, and brought them to the door with one 
wild biu^t of welcome. 

It was indeed a gladsome meeting ; and sweet to 
all hearts was that re-union after so long a separa- 
tion. Not many words were spoken ; but Mr and 
Mrs Beresford felt that they were once more the 
centre of a loving family circle, and on the spot 
endeared as home. With some little effort they 
released themselves from the clinging arms of the 
children, and followed Edith into the little snuggery 
provided for their special use. 

" This is your room, dear mamma, and many 
happy days I hope you will spend within it" 
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" Not to the exclusion of every one else, I trust," 
said Mrs Howard, smiling. " We are too glad to 
have you amongst us, dear friend, to wish you to 
pass your time in solitary confinement'^ 

" Mamma ! papa !" broke in Gertrude, who had 
hitherto been silently looking on ; " how delightftil 
it is to be all together once more, and here! All 
our wishes seem realised, and I am so happy — so 
very, very happy !" and as Mrs Beresford returned 
her warm caress, she felt a tear-drop on her cheek ; 
and the thought would have way, " What if those 
'wishes' have been too persistently urged; and 
that * tear-drop' a sign that God, in His provi- 
dence, is about to teach my child a lesson of more 
complete dependence upon His will!" But no 
words were uttered that might tend to damp the joy 
of the present hour ; and in a few moments Mrs 
Beresford was being escorted all over the house, 
making acquaintance with every cupboard, shelf, 
and closet — the dear delights of all good house- 
keepers — ^whilst Mr Beresford admired, even as 
much as Gertrude could desire, the lovely views 
that to her had proved so great an attraction. 

So waned the day ; and evening — calm, beauti- 
ful evening — ^reigned in its place. Flooded with 
crimson was the western sky, and the rays of the 
setting sun touched with glory the spiring tops of 
ttiQ sombre pines. All nature seemed embued with 
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a softened beauty, and in its stillness to whisper 
^^ ptace.^^ Peace to the weary man of business ; who 
gladly left the busy haunts of commerce for the 
sweet comforts and quiet repose of " home." Peau 
to the hardy son of toil ; who hailed the da/s de- 
cline as the signal of his release from plough or 
spade, and of return to the humble cot — where, well 
he knew, a thrifty wife would spread his supper, 
and a laughing baby-boy would crow his welcome. 
Peace^ y esl jfieace, even to the troubled heart; which, 
torn by many a grief, could still trace in the calm- 
ness of that evening hour, an image fair of that 
unbroken peace which awaits the believer in the 
realms of bliss. But, oh ! the many, many thou- 
sands to whom it brings no peace ! The votary of 
pleasure; the perpetrator of deeds that shun the 
daylight; the overpressed seamstress, bending 
wearily over her ill-paid work; the sleepy lad/s- 
maid, waiting her mistress's late return from ball 
or theatre, — these, and many more who minister 
perforce to the pleasure of others, or risk their own 
eternal interests for the sake of temporal gratifica- 
tion, — fAese feel not the influence of that peace 
which broods as a dove over all nature in her sweet 
sunset hour, and speaks to the hearts of God's peo- 
ple of that blessed time when all their labours shall 
have an end, and their spirits enter into everlasting 
rest 
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But, hush ! what sounds are those that float so 
sweetly upon the calm, still air, and mingle so har- 
moniously with our reverie ? Surely they are strains 
of praise and glad thanksgiving, most fitting tribute 
to Him whose watchful care is never withdrawn 
from the children of His love % Yes, and it is from 
that open window at Sunnyside they steal upon 
our ear ; for in that bowery class-room, which child- 
hood's hands have wreathed with flowers, the silvery 
tones of childhood's voice are raised in glad hosan- 
nas to the " Prince of peace." And stronger, fuller 
swells the strain, as deeper voices take it up, and 
join the mingled tide of prayer and praise. 

** Love Divine, all love excelling, 

Joy of heaven to earth came down ; 
For in «j, Thy humble dwelling. 
All Thy faithful mercies crown : 

** Jesus ! Thou art all compassion, 
Pure unbounded love Thou art ; 
Visit us with Thy salvation, 
jEnter every waiting heart. 

** Breathe, oh breathe Thy Holy Spirit 
Into every sinful breast ; 
Let us all through Thee inherit, 
Let us find Thy promised rest. 

" Thee we would be always serving. 
Gladly as Thine hosts above j 
Tread the path to heaven leading, 
Strong in Thy redeeming love." 

AW are there, — the children and their teachers, — 
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Mr and Mrs Beresford, — Mrs Howard and Clara, 
— the neat domestics, — all are grouped around the 
kind good pastor, who, in his ministerial office, is 
there to ask God's blessing upon the new home 
and its inmates. And now the Bible is opened, 
and from its holy pages Mr Somerville reads blessed 
words of counsel, comfort, and encouragement — 
pausing occasionally to make some striking com- 
ment or explanatory remark. 

"*0 magnify the Lord with me, and let us 
exalt his name together : 

" * I sought the Lord and he heard me, and de- 
livered me from all my fears.' 

" We have, indeed, dear friends, much reason to 
join in thanksgiving to God, for His readiness to 
hear and answer prayer. * The Lord's hand is not 
shortened that it cannot save ; neither is his ear 
heavy that it cannot hear.' If we look to the 
world, we find perplexity and * vexation of spirit ;' 
but if we look to God the light shines upon our 
path, and renders it plain and easy. 

"*The angel of the Lord encampeth round 
about them that fear him, and delivereth them.' 

"Thus is the Divine protection extended over 
all who fear the Lord. In obedience to Him, the 
holy angels keep constant guard around them, as 
* ministering spirits sent forth to minister unto 
them that shall be heirs of salvation.' 
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" * O taste and see that the Lord is good, blessed 
is the man who trusteth in him. 

"'The young lions do lack and suffer hunger, 
but they that seek the Lord shall not want any 
good thing.' 

" The Lord is good! Let us only realise this in 
our hearts, and it will no longer be difficult to 
trust Him — even in the time of our greatest neces- 
sity — convinced that no * good thing' will He with- 
hold, but feed us with food convenient for us. 

" * Come ye children, hearken unto me, and I 
will teach you the fear of the Lord.' 

" * The fear of the Lord is the beginning of wis- 
dom,' and the root of all happiness ; and those, 
dear children, will be most happy, who begin the 
soonest to serve so good a Master, for, *I love them 
that love me, and they who seek me early shall 
find me.' 

" * What man is he that desireth life, and loveth 
many days, that he may see goodi' 

"All naturally wish to be happy; but, dear 
friends, how few are really so ! And why % Be- 
cause they forget that the true and only way to all 
abiding happiness is through Him, who is 'the 
way, the truth, and the life.' Few and short are 
the days of our pilgrimage here below ; for * here 
we have no continuing city, but we seek one to 
come.' Let us, therefore, seek after eternal happi- 
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ness in that world into which sin and sorrow enter 
not, and where the voice of mourning is not 
heaid. Thus, even here, we shall, by faith — ' which 
is the substance of things hoped for, the evidence 
of things not seen' — experience a foretaste of the 
joys to come, and of that bliss which shall be per- 
fected hereafter. 

" * Keep thy tongue from evil, and thy lips from 
speaking guile. Depart from evil, and do good ; 
seek peace and pursue it.' 

" Sincere love to God will create a strict watch- 
. fulness over the heart and tongue, so that no word 
may be uttered, no thought have birth, that might 
grieve or offend the Holy Spirit ; for that reUgion is 
the most to be trusted that begins with the con- 
science, and purifies the heart. Then will follow the 
outward proofs — ^an avoidance of all evil, in what- 
ever form it may assume, and an earnest desire to 
do good to others. For we must not live to our- 
selves alone, but strive to be useful to all who 
are drawn within our circle — caring not only for 
their temporal, but also for their eternal welfare. 
And as God is emphatically * a God of love,' all 
strife and contention must be most distasteful to 
Him, and strongly opposed to His divine nature. 
Therefore, 'seek peace and pursue it,' even though 
at the cost of much self-denial and strict discipline. 
Remember this, dear children, when little quarrels 
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arise, and temper threatens to gain the mastery : 
* A soft answer tumeth away wrath, but grievous 
words stir up anger;' whilst, 'Blessed are the 
peace-makers, for they shall be called the children 
of God.' 

" * The eyes of the Lord are upon the righteous, 
and his ears are open to their cry. 

" *■ The face of the Lord is against them that do 
evil, to cut off the remembrance of them from the 
earth. 

" ' The righteous cry, and the Lord heareth, and 
delivereth them out of all their troubles. 

" * The Lord is nigh unto them that are of a 
broken heart, and saveth such as be of a contrite 
spirit. 

" * Many are the afflictions of the righteous, but 
the Lord delivereth him out of them all' 

" In these verses, dear friends, how great is the 
encouragement to love and serve God ! * Like as 
a father pitieth his children, so the Lord pitieth 
them that fear Him,' and never does He withdraw 
His fatherly care and protection from them. It is 
one of the believer's greatest privileges to be able 
to confide every trouble to One who is all-powerful 
to help; for 'God is our refuge and strength, a 
very present help in trouble.' And especially is 
He nigh unto such as are of a humble and contrite 
spirit; who place no confidence in their own merits, 
but in Christ s alone. St\\\/ toaxv^j ^^ ^^ ?)Ssnk.- 
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tions of the lighteoas ;' crosses and trials oft beset 
their path; but why I To wean them from this 
present world; to purify their hearts, and to try 
their &ith ; thus drawing them nearer to God — or 
^whom the Lord loveth He chasteneth,* not in 
anger, but for our profit; 'that we may be par- 
takers of His holiness.' But very different is the 
fete of the wicked, 'The face of the Lord is 
against theniy and however great their apparent 
prosperity, ruin— eternal ruin — ^is before them ; and 
even on earth, sooner or later must the sting of an 
evil conscience make itself felt, and the words of 
the Psalmist be verified : ' I have seen the wicked 
in great power, and spreading himself like a green 
bay tree. Yet he passed away, and lo, he was not : 
yea, I sought him, but he could not be found,' for 
* there is no peace, saith the Lord, to the \idcked.* 
Mark the contrast, my fiiends ! Life and death, 
good and evil, the blessing and the curse, are 
plainly put before us; can we hesitate which to 
choose) Let us pray that we may be amongst 
those of whom it is said : ' The Lord redeemeth 
the soul of his servants, and none of them that 
trust in him shall be desolate ! '" 

There is silence — a deep and solemn silence — 
and then, upborne on angels' wings, the good 
man's prayer ascends to heaven, and pleads with 
Him who sitteth upon the great white throne, for 
blessings upon those who bend m\cwVj ^si^-^^^- 
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tion before Him. And even as he prays, the 
answer comes in part — peace, that deep peace 
"which passeth all understanding," calms every 
anxious heart, and fills it with a new-bom strength 
to do, to suffer, and to endure. 

" And now, dear friends, ' be ye steadfast, im- 
movable; always abounding in the work of the 
Lord, forasmuch as ye know that your labour is 
not in vain in the Lord.' Teachers, pray for 
wisdom, pray for patience : and you, my children, 
remember that your first duty to them is obedience 
— cheerful, ready obedience. And to all I would 
say — resolve, even now, with the Psalmist, * I 
will walk within my house with a perfect heart,' 
rejoicing in His goodness through whom you are 
enabled to say, * The lines are fallen unto me in 
pleasant places.' Graciously has He been pleased 
to realise your long-cherished wishes : now let your 
meet thanksgiving be — devotion to His service. 
And if, in His infinite wisdom. He sees fit to chasten 
your spirit by unlooked-for trials, remember who 
hath said : * Fear not, for I am with thee, be not 
dismayed, for I am thy God.' * Cast all four care 
upon Him, who careth for you ;' and whether the 
sun shines brightly o'er your path, or the clouds 
lower darkly upon it, ' strive to run with patience 
the race that is set before you, looking unto Jesus, 
the author and finisher of your faith.' " 
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For a few moments the good pastor yet lingers 
amongst them, and as the little ones crowd around 
him, our Saviour's words of grace fall from his lips : 
" Suffer little children to come unto me, and forbid 
them not, for of such is the kingdom of heaven." 
Quivering with emotion — now pale, now flushing 
rosy red — wee Lily clings the closest, winning his 
attention by the timid touch of her tiny hand. 
Something there is in the dear child's earnest 
look that makes him regard her with a deepened 
interest ; can it be that in those deep clear eyes, 
throu^ which the guileless spirit gazes, the light 
of heaven is already shining ? We know not ; but 
from whatever springs the impulse, the pastor's 
hand is laid in holy benediction upon her youthful 
head, and Lily smiles a strange sweet smile amid 
her gathering tears, as she follows him to the door ; 
until, recalled by Rose, she bounds quickly back, 
and mingles her sweet childish voice with those of 
her companions in the glad burst of song that Alls 
the air with its triumphant melody : — 

** Joyfully, joyfully, onward we move. 
Bound to the land of bright spirits above ; 
Jesus our Saviour in mercy says, * Come ;' 
Joyfully, joyfully haste to your home. 

** Soon will our pilgrimage end here below ; 
Soon to the presence of God we shall go ; 
Then if to Jesus our hearts have been given, 
Joyfully, joyfully rest we in heaven." 

L 




PART SIXTH. 

jOR a brief season all was well at Sunny- 
side ; but the white blossoms of May 
were scarcely faded, or the early rose- 
buds of June unfolded, before a trem- 
bling fear entered the hearts which but so lately 
throbbed with gladness. For a little time peace 
reigned within its walls, and joy and hope waved 
their bright pinions above it; but ere long they 
drooped in sadness, and sorrow — deep and intense 
— fell upon the household. The wishes of many 
years were gratified, and Gertrude rejoiced therein 
with a gay and careless spirit ; but a dread, at first 
dim and undefined, gradually gained ground in 
Edith's mind, and her heart was troubled within 
her. And why? What moumftil prescience thus 
cast its deep shadow upon the path which all else 
combined to render bright? What dark -robed 
angel displaced those ministrants of hope and joy, 
and hovered with gloomy wing around fair Sunny- 
side 1 Reader ! — 
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" There is a reaper, whose name is Death ; 
And, with his sickle keen. 
He reaps the bearded grain at a breath, 
And the flowers that grow between." 

Still blithe and joyous as ever, sweet Rose 
danced like a sunbeam through the new home, 
shedding on all around the light of her own bright, 
happy spirit. But in her little sister-friend some 
wondrous change was daily becoming more clearly 
visible. A pensive sweetness hung like a charm 
around her ; and though her cheek wore the rosy 
hue of health, thought — deep, earnest thought — oft 
sat enthroned upon the childish brow. And by 
many a quaint expression, many an anxious ques- 
tion, would the little one evince how rich a work 
of grace was going on within her heart. Thus 
would she leave the merry play of her young com- 
panions, and running up to Edith's room, tap 
gently at the door, pleading in winning tones to be 
admitted, as she had " something to ask dear Miss 
Beresford.'* And ever was that " something" 
tending towards the one great object of her little 
life — to please and glorify her Saviour and her 
God. One day she entered with an air of deep 
concern, and an anxious, wistful face was raised to 
Edith's, as she gave utterance to thoughts that 
were occupying her earnest mind. 



164 Realised Wishes. 

" God will accept our best^ will He not, Miss 
Beresford?" 

" Yes, darling ; but what makes my little Lilian 
leave her play to ask a question her own heart 
could so easily answer?" 

But, in breathless anxiety the little pleader con- 
tinued — 

" God knows what is our best ; does He not, 
dear Miss Beresford?" 

" Most certainly, my child, God knows all 
things;" but scarcely had Edith uttered the last 
words, than a ray of sunshine illumined the wee 
face that erewhile wore so grave an aspect, and 
Lily's arms were clasped round Edith's neck in a 
glad embrace. Another moment, and she was gone 
— but the joyous tones of her sweet, clear voice, 
as they mingled with those of her companions, told 
plainly that the result of her inquiries had fully 
satisfied the anxious little heart. And thus was 
the dear child ever shewing how steadfastly her 
face was set towards the new Jerusalem — that 
golden city of which she loved to sing ; — and as 
Edith's watchful eye noted the many indications 
of an inward preparation for that heavenly home, 
her heart rejoiced even whilst it was troubled. 

It was one of the hottest days of the early 
summer, and the mingled fragrance of countless 
flowers floated heavily upon the tranquil air. All 
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ready for the mower's scythe, the scented hay 
rippled in wavy lines beneath the soft, warm breeze 
that now and then played upon its surface, giving 
promise of many a goodly " stack " for winter's 
future need. 

Deep in the shadows stood the patient cattle, 
grouped together beneath the leafy branches of 
the wide-spreading trees \ whilst the cuckoo's once 
glad note echoed a sad farewell to its spring-tide 
haunts — warned thence by the sultry breath of 
coming midsummer. 

With gentle patience had Lily borne the noon- 
day heat, which was ever a trial to the active little 
frame that seemed to know no law but that of 
motion. Wearisome to her was all restraint ; and 
of old she would impatiently rebel against it. But 
that was so no longer, for well had she learned 
that sweet lesson to "bear and forbear;" and, to 
Edith's mind, the dear child's oft-repeated prayer — 
expressed in the words of one of her favourite 
hymns — seemed at length to be granted : — 

** I want to be like Jesus, 
So lowly and so meek ; 
For no one mark'd an angry word 
That ever heard Him speak. 

** But oh ! I 'm not like Jesus, 
As any one may see ; 
Oh ! gentle Saviour, send Thy grace, 
And make me like to Thee." 
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And as Edith thought thus, a thrill of sudden pain 
made her say to Gertrude — 

" There is something about our Lily that deeply 
troubles me. She seems to become daily more 
akin to heaven, and I sometimes fear to see her 
little wings unfold, and bear her from us." 

"Dear Edith, you are always fancying some- 
thing ! The child could not be better than she is 
— her cheeks almost rival those of Rose ! Come 
here, little one, and tell me what we are to call 
you, for Lily wont do any longer." 

" I 'm a little pilgrim^^ replied Lilian, and that 
strange sweet smile once more illumined her face. 

Gertrude was startled by the child's quaint 

reply. What did it mean % She was silent ; so Lily 

turned to Edith, and in her winning way begged 

to repeat the little hymn that had made so deep 

an impression upon her heart — 

** I 'm a little pilgrim, 
And a stranger here ; 
Though this world is pleasant, 
Sin is always near. 

" Mine *s a better country, 
Where there is no sin ; 
"Where the tones of sorrow 
Never enter in." 

And as Lily repeated these lines with her own 
peculiar grace and emphasis, her eyes beamed 
with an expression of such deep, inward happiness 
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as clearly shewed how fully she appropriated them 
to hersel£ Then with a grave earnestness — 

** But a little pilgrim 

Must have garments clean, 
If she *d wear the white robes. 
And with Christ be seen. 

** Jesus, cleanse and save me, 
Teach me to obey; 
Holy Spirit, guide me 
On my heavenly way." 

Child as she was, Lily evidently felt her need of 
a Saviours grace, as well as of a Saviour's love; 
and her expressive face told this well, as, in plead- 
ing tones, she breathed that prayer for help. But 
oh ! how it brightened, as with triumphant faith she 
once more repeated — 

"I'm a little //7^nVw, 
And a stranger here ; 
But my home in heaven 
Cometh ever near,'*'* 

It was the hour of nature's deep repose — night, 
solemn night, hushed into silence every tiny war- 
bler, and bade weary man seek rest in sleep. 
Darkness hung like a canopy o'er dale and hill, 
scarce broken by the timid rays of the crescent 
moon and her attendant star. Hidden was the 
light of that unnumbered host which irradiate the 
length and breadth of heaven's wide expanse; 
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but a gloom of deeper, sadder import was felt at 
Simnyside. 

For even as Edith, according to her wont, lin- 
gered fondly by Lily's little bed — ^her last thought 
one of care for the darling of her heart — the child 
awoke with a moan of pain, and the flush of fever 
upon her cheek. No idle fear was that which had 
disturbed the peace of Edith's mind ; the trial it 
had dimly foreshadowed was even now upon her. 
And as she watched, through the long hours of 
sombre night, by the restless couch of the little 
sufferer — who may tell what sad communings were 
hers, or how her spirit wrestled in prayer with Him 
in whose hands are the issues of life and death ! 

For a time those prayers seemed answered, and 
with the morning's light the voice of glad thanks- 
giving was raised on high. Pain and fever gone, 
sweet Lily smiled in peace; and when kind Dr 
Beaumont took her little hand in his, with wonder- 
ing gaze she sought to read in his friendly face the 
object of his visit. 

But, ere that day's decline, another change passed 
over the little one ; and the certainty of impending 
trial was felt by every heart The child, so dear 
to them, was in the grasp of a dread disease ; and, 
bowed beneath the weight of this great sorrow, 
they found no comfort but in prayer. Then was 
writing, in trembling haste, to those loving parents 



Realised Wishes. 169 

whose treasure was thus in peril ; hasty preparations 
for their reception ; and a tearful dismissal of the 
other children to their respective homes. 

Scarcely was Edith aware of the lapse of time ; 
ever by the side of her precious Lily, she took no 
note of aught beside. And if, but for a moment, 
the child missed her best-loved friend, her little 
voice was raised in tones of grief that quickly 
brought her back again. And when, in the still 
silence of night, delirium usurped the throne of 
reason, oft would the name of " Rosey^' mingled 
with some endearing words, fall from the lips of the 
unconscious little sufferer ; thus shewing that the 
affection, which had taken such deep root in her 
childish heart, ended only with her life. Many 
were the recollections thus brought back to Edith's 
mind of the touching friendship existing between 
the Httle ones ; and especially did they recall some 
expressions of darling Lilian's during their last walk 
on earth. For, of her own free choice, would the 
dear child leave her young companions, and joining 
Edith, say, — 

" I am happiest when I am walking by my dear 
Miss Beresford." 

"And why so, my child? is it not pleasant to 
have Httle friends to play with?" 

" Yes ; but I love Miss Beresford so much — she 
helps me to be good,^ 
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" I hope so, dear ; but do you not also love your 
little companions?" 

"I do love ^ Rosey' very, very much," was 
Lilian's emphatic reply to this inquiry; "but" — 
and the tears trembled in the clear eyes that were 
now raised so beseechingly to Edith — " I dare not 
call her my sister now^ though mamma said she was; 
for little Dora does not like it" 

" Cannot my Lilian try to overcome evil with 
good?" asked Edith. 

The child pondered gravely for a few minutes, as 
if to divine her meaning; then, with a beaming 
smile, she exclaimed, — 

" I will make Dora my sister too !" 

Having thus relieved her little heart, she began, 
with all the joyous buoyancy of hopeful childhood, 
to weave bright plans for future enjoyment, in 
which the much-loved Rose was ever prominent 

" I wonder if Rosey's mamma would let her come 
to stay with me in the holidays, if my mamma were 
to ask her!" 

" Yes, darling, I have no doubt she would ; and 
you can write a little letter to-morrow, to ask 
mamma about it" 

" To-morrow ! " Ah, when that morrow came, 
sweet loving Lilian was laid upon her couch ot 
pain ; and the little hand that would have penned 
her heart's petition, all powerless beneath dread 
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fever's grasp. And, ere that morrow's close, the 
two, so closely united, were widely severed ; though 
little did the absent favourite think that she had 
bid a long adieu to her Httle sister-friend; and 
that those bright day-dreams, in which they had so 
oft indulged, could never be realised here. And 
yet it was so ; for Lilian's Father had a higher ser- 
vice for her in heaven ; whilst it was His will that 
Rose should still remain to brighten her earthly 
home, and gladden the hearts that clung so fondly 
around her. May she strive, dear girl, to follow in 
the footsteps of her angel-friend ; and, whilst await- 
ing her Father's will, be working to His glory ! 

" Content to fill a little space, 
If Thou be glorified ; 
More careful to obtain Thy grace, 
Than here be magnified.*' 

And thus, day and night, with unwearied care, 
Edith kept her watch, and never thought of rest, 
until the mother came to claim her first prerogative; 
and with her, that tender father, whose heart was 
wrung — deeper perchance than we may realise — by 
the danger of his beloved child. 

Then, but not till then, did Edith seek repose ; 
still unwilling to relinquish her post, but compelled 
thereto by sheer exhaustion, and the doctor's fiat. 
And, as she reclined upon her couch in the ad- 
joining room, who may describe the conflicting 
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emotions that passed throjiigh her mind ! The all 
but unconquerable desire to re-enter the room 
where Lilian lay; to administer with her own 
hands to the necessities of the little sufferer ; the 
yearning to clasp that little form once more where 
it had been wont to nestle so fondly. Ah, who 
may realise the intensity of such feelings, but those 
who have likewise trembled for their loved ones \ 
Then that strange solemn dread once more fell 
upon her heart, and made her seek relief in prayer; 
and as Mrs Dunbar knelt by her side, their heart- 
felt petitions mingled together for one who was so 
dear to both. 

Welcome, then, in that trying motnent, was the an- 
nouncement of which Mr Beresford was the bearer, 
— " Edith, dear, Mr O'Neile is here ; can you see 
himf' 

" Oh yes, papa ! Please ask him to come up at 
once, it will be such a comfort to see him now,*' 
Then, turning to Mrs Dunbar — "I am so glad, 
dear friend, for you to see and know our pastor. 
He was one of our greatest attractions to Heather- 
cliff, and such a favourite with the children ! though 
I believe Mr Somerville is somewhat of a rival in 
their estimation. We are indeed favoured in hav- 
ing the ministrations of two such men." 

In another moment her hand was clasped in 
that of her much-esteemed and highly valued 
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minister, yet her heart was far too full to tell him all 
she felt. But he, who knew so well the power and 
comfort of prayer, quickly understood their deep 
necessities, and most fervently did he unite with 
them in this petition — " That God would, in 
their sore affliction, give them grace to say, * Thy 
will be done;' and that, whether living or dying, 
their child might be His." 

Not long could Mr O'Neile remain to comfort 
and sustain, for other claims pressed heavily upon 
his time and sympathy ; but, as we are told, " the 
eflfectual fervent prayer of a righteous man availeth 
much," and, ere he left, a sweet calm reigned with 
in the hearts before so troubled. Then was Edith 
enabled better to appreciate, more fully to ad- 
mire, the patient resignation of the deeply-afflicted 
parents, — they had surrendered their wills to His 
who doeth all things well, and their sorrow was 
purified from all thoughts of self And with their 
bright example before her, those words of prayer 
and faith stiU falling like refreshing dew upon her 
aching heart, could she repine % No 1 leaving all 
in her Father's hand ; trusting all to her Father's 
love, she felt she now could say : — 

"Beloved, 'It is well!* 

God's ways are always right, 
And love is o'er them all, 
Though far above our sight 
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'* Beloved, 'It is well r 

Though deep and sure the smart. 
He wounds who skills to bmd 
And heal the broken heart 

"Beloved, 'It is well!' 

The path that Jesus trod, 
Though rough and dark it be 
Leads home to heaven and God." 

Yet once again the star of hope arose, and the 
sable -winged angel withdrew from Sunny side. 
Another natal day dawned upon wee Lily, and 
completed her little round of seven short years on 
eartli. With it new life seemed given, and the bless- 
ing so earnestly sought upon the physician's skill 
granted. Propped up in her little bed, her sweet 
fair face once more pale as her name-sake flower, 
Lily received with a bright, glad look the many 
gifts of her loving friends. But not long had they 
the power to charm ; the soul that had been on the 
confines of a better world, and gazed upon its 
glorious beauty, no longer found accustomed plea- 
sure in things of earth. With a weary sigh they 
were put aside, and her thoughts once more given 
to the theme she loved so well — her Saviour, and 
her Saviour s home. We know not if, with that 
intuitive knowledge which often sheds so bright a 
light o'er the minds of the early taken, the little 
one feJt life ebbing fast away, and her " home in 
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heaven" drawing nigh ; but often would she speak 
of the happiness of those who 

** Wear the white robeSy 
And with Christ are seen : " 

telling Edith, that much as she loved " dear papa 
and mamma," she loved Jesus better, and wished 
she could be always with Him. " Jesus is so kind," 
she would say ; " He carries the Httle lambs in 
His bosom, and / want to be one of those little 
lambs." 

" Dear child, and so you can, even here, if you 
try to please Him." 

" Yes ; but then I am sometimes naughty, and 
grieve Him. There is no sin, you know, in heaven, 
so it must be better to be there f^^ 

Sweet Lily! God saw that it was better for 
thee, and in love He called thee to Himself. 
Fairest of earth's fair blossoms ! — too pure, too 
frail to bear the brunt of this world's storms and 
trials — in mercy wast thou spared them, and trans- 
planted, in all thy unsullied beauty, to bloom for 
ever in the garden of the Lord. Joy ! joy for thee ! 
yea, even for those who wept around thee; for 
though 

"The mother gave in tears and pain, 
The flower she most did love ; 
She knew she should find it once again 
In the fields of light above ! 
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** Oh, not in cruelty, not in wrath, 
The reaper came that day ; 
'Twas for the Lord of Paradise 
He took her flower away." 

Yes ! it was even so. Again did darling Lily 
droop, and vain were all the efforts of skilful phy- 
sicians and devoted nurses. Her short race was 
run, her tiny span of life ended ; and, as the dawn 
of another day tinged with light the eastern hori- 
zon, a last sweet lingering smile passed o'er the 
face of the little one, and in the arms of the white- 
robed angels the " folded lamb" was carried to the 
bosom of the Saviour. 

The mother's grief — the father's anguish — ah ! 
what pen may dare to touch upon a theme so 
sacred ! Nor may we dwell upon Edith's deep 
affliction, as she mourned over one who had been 
to her as a dearly-loved and loving child ; for with 
such grief a stranger intermeddleth not. But there 
were others to whom sweet Lily was very, very 
precious. Closely had she entwined herself around 
each heart at Sunnyside, and when she was taken 
away, a great sorrow fell upon them. Still, as 
they wept they rejoiced, for they knew it was well 
with their loved one; and, as the eye of faith, 
piercing beyond the grave, saw her surrounded by 
the halo of celestial happiness, rescued from sin 
and sorrow, and in the presence of Him she loved 
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so well — who could wish her back again ? No ! 
they knew their little lamb was safe in the Saviour's 
fold, and breathed amid their anguish : " Thy will 
be done !" 

Each hour we miss thy form of grace, 

Our floweret, fair and sweet 1 
And all in vain thy wistful face 

We fondly long to greet. 
But, though our homes are darkened, 

We know 'tis well with thee ; 
And, though our hearts are saddened, 
We still rejoice for thee. 

For, -in the realms of bliss above. 

Our Lily fair we see ; 
Rejoicing in her Saviour's love. 

From sin and sorrow free. 
There, clad in robes of spotless white. 

She clasps a sister's hand ; 
And wanders through that land of light 

With a bright angel band 1 

Yet a few days lingered Mr and Mrs Dunbar 
around the spot where their darling lay in her last 
peaceful sleep ; and closer grew the band of union 
between the sorrowing parents and those to whom 
their child had been scarce less dear. But once 
again that word farewell was heard at Sunnyside; 
and then, in the quiet repose of home, each felt 
anew how great their loss, how sad the aching 
void. But as balm to Edith's heart were the 
mother's words of comfort that told her she could 
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still rejoice in having placed her child in Edith's 
care; for well had the promise been realised, 
" They who labour in the Lord, shall be blessed 
in their work." 

It was shortly after the departure of their friends 
that Edith and Gertrude — seated as of old in Mrs 
Howard's cosey little drawing-room — talked with 
her of the events of the last few months, and in 
that retrospective view sought to trace the mani- 
festation of God's will concerning them. 

True and steadfast in every time of trial, this 
valued friend became each day more precious, 
more fondly loved; and now, assured of her 
warmest sympathy, the sisters freely expressed the 
doubts that troubled them. 

" Dear mamma feels this new trial so acutely," 
said Edith, "that we shrink from saying anything 
that might add to her grief; but ^" 

" Well, my child ! Do not hesitate to open 
your heart freely ; most dear to me will be such a 
proof of your confidence and affection." 

Edith smiled gratefully, and then continued — 

"We have been thinking, dear Mrs Howard, 
that perhaps we were not right in coming to 
Heathercliff ; and Gertrude fears her wishes were 
not sufficiently conformed to the will of God." 

" True, our Gertrude is somewhat wilful," said 
Mrs Howard, gently, "and her impetuous spirit 
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needs discipline. Nay! do not weep, my child; 
remember 'tis in love our Father chasteneth ! But 
I would not have you regret coming to Heather- 
cliff, — for higher considerations than those of mere 
selfish gratification led you hither, and oft, I know, 
was guidance sought fi-om on High. Leave, then, 
the result with Him who cannot err, and rest in 
the assurance that He doeth all things well." 

" I will try," said Edith, tearfully; " but, dear 
Mrs Howard, I feel as if I could not remain at 
Sunnyside." 

" And why not, my child % Is it not hallowed 
by the remembrance of her who is now a bright 
little angel in heaven % And, dear Edith, to me it 
seems that Cxod has conferred a great honour upon 
your house by making it the training place of one 
of His chosen saints; and beautified its very walls 
by the manifestation of His glory in the death of 
that littie one!" 

"Oh, thank you," murmured Edith, "never 
again shall I wish to leave Sunnyside !" 

" What a precious comforter you are, dear Mrs 
Howard!" exclaimed Gertrude; "you turn our very 
sorrow into joy!" and tears and smiles chased 
each other over Gertrude's face. "But," she 
added, in a low sad tone, " I hope the language 
of my heart will henceforth be — * Not my will, but 
Thine^ O Lord, be done.*" 




PART SEVENTH. 

|WEETEST month in aU the year, June ! 
— ^bright, gladsome, carolling June — sad, 
indeed, must be the heart that can re- 
sist thy cheering influence ! For who 
may fail to see, in thy many forms of joy and beauty, 
most precious tokens of that beneficent love which 
extends o'er all creation, clothing the pastures 
with flocks, and the valleys with com; so that 
" the little hills rejoice on every side, and the year 
is crowned with the goodness of the Lord !" See 
it in the fields, where " He causeth grass to grow 
for the cattle, and herbs for the service of man !" 
See it in the flowers, now blooming in all their 
freshest loveliness; gracing alike the rich man's 
grand parterre, and the poor man's humble garden! 
There the rose unfolds her blushing petals beneath 
the sun's warm smile, and mingles her delicate 
perfume with the rich firagrance of the spicy clove 
and the brilliant carnation. And, as their sweet- 
ness exhales upon the summer air, what breathe 
they but " our God is love !" Yes, " God is love !" 
on every grassy bank wild blossoms make reply, 
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as, in all the free untutored grace of nature, they 
raise their modest heads. And, ringing through 
each woodland glade, an almost overpowering tide 
of harmony swells the same glad hymn of praise ; 
and every tiny throat seems strained in rivalry as 
the little warblers proclaim, with one accord, "Our 
God is love !" 

Thus nature speaks to the heart of man, and 
sings of the loving-kindness of Him who not only 
provides for every want, but also bestows unnum- 
bered sources of enjoyment. And can he, for 
whom are all these varied blessings, alone withhold 
his tribute meet of thanks and praise ] No ; with 
the Psalmist he exclaims — " O Lord, how manifold 
are thy works, in wisdom hast thou made them all ; 
the earth is full of thy riches ! " and in his inmost 
heart he feels, " My God is love !" Yes — 

'Tis heard in woodland, glade, and bower, 
It finds a voice in every flower, 

And in each dew-drop shines; 
'Tis written o'er the vault of heaven. 
And, on that bow in mercy given. 

It smiles in roseate lines. 
Smiles with a sweet consoling power, 
When o'er our path the dark clouds lower, 

And bids faith look above. 
Then, through the gloom a brightening ray, 
Irradiates our darken'd way. 

And tells us " God is love. " 

It was thus our gracious God teve^.kd Rvkss^NS. 
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to the sorrowing hearts at Sunnyside. Though 
deep the wound, they recognised therein a Father's 
hand, and knew it was done in love. Whyl it is 
not ours to ask ; but well each true believer knows 
there is a need for every trial, or it would not be 
inflicted! Yet, whilst submission, mingled with 
rejoicing faith, lends to the spirit grace to bear 
whatever betide, that spirit's mortal frame oft sinks 
beneath the blow. And so it was at Sunnyside. 
Through days and nights of anxious watching, that 
gracious promise, "As thy days so shall thy strength 
be," was wondrously realised; but when the last 
sharp throb of pain announced that all was over, 
and angel Lily far beyond their loving ministra- 
tions, that strength gave way, and nature re- 
asserted her powerful sway. 

Then again was a Father's hand outstretched in 
love, and His watchful care once more evinced. 
Kind friends urged change of air and scene ; from 
distant lands the " welcome " came ; and when, in 
Edith's mind, one difficulty arose — "the children" 
— it was soon removed by the thoughtful consider- 
ation of their parents. 

Warm, indeed, was the sympathy they all thus 
kindly testified, and which Captain Grahame 
(" Rose/s " papa) so well expressed. 

" I cannot tell you," he wrote, " how deeply and 
sincerely grieved we slY fe\\., ^\v^ii ^^ Iveard of the 
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death of that dear little girl. Rose has taken it 
much to heart, and up to this hour cannot realise 
that she is gone. How well I remember her sweet, 
fair little face ; but, as you truly say, we ought not 
to grieve. Her lot, be assured, is far happier than 
this world can bestow, though it is indeed trying 
to her father and mother to look upon her depar- 
ture in this light. She had just arrived at the most 
endearing period of her age ; and it is truly a sad 
blow to every one who knew her. 

" With respect to our children's return to you, I 
leave that entirely in your hands : neither Mrs 
Grahame nor myself wish to point out any particu- 
lar period. It is our anxious desire that you should 
not give yourself unnecessary anxiety, as, we well 
know, your own peculiar trouble must indeed be 
heavy to bear. Any time most suitable to you will 
answer our arrangements." 

Thus, all obstacles removed, what else remained 
but to arrange their plans and fix their line of route? 
A knotty point, dear reader, that, — unless each 
separate will combines and coalesces into one. So 
once again the Beresfords were gathered around 
their "ain fireside" (albeit there was no fire) in 
consultation deep; and, as before, dear Mrs Howard 
sat within the circle, a reverenced guest But, in 
the place of Ernest Somers, was gentle Clara ; he — 
the stanch and true — was far away in his northern 
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home; fighting bravely the battle of life — meeting 
with many a trial, many a cross — ^but shrinking not 
from either. No ! for with true manliness he felt: — 

" It is a noble thing, 
With a worthy end in view, 
To tread the path that God ordains, 
With steadfast hearts and true; 
That will not quail, whate'er betide. 
But bravely bear us through ! " 

And though all else were in their wonted place, 
still there was a change. It was seen in the deep- 
ened lines on Mr Beresford's brow ; in the delicate 
countenance of his wife ; it dwelt in the depths of 
Edith's eyes ; and was heard in the saddened tones 
of Gertrude's voice. But, hush ! 

" Dear friends," said Mrs Howard ; " before we 
speak of these matters, shall we not seek our 
Father's guidance, and ask our Father's blessing?" 

" Oh, yes !" was echoed by every heart; and then, 
cheered by that simple act of child-like faith, the 
old bright smile once more played on Gertrude's 
face, as she said, — 

" Papa ! we mean to make you take a longer 
journey this time ; what do you say to Sweden 1 " 

" Sweden ! My dear child, what do you mean 1" 

" That Bertha is very wishful for us to visit her 
Swedish home ; and that we are equally desirous 
togor 
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" We ! whom does that include, Miss Gertrude %^ 

" You and mamma, I hope; but, certainly y Edith 
and myself" 

" Is that so, Edith 1" asked Mr Beresford. 

"Indeed it is, papa. I long to see our dear 
Bertha once more; and I feel sure the change 
would be good for all — ^what ^o you say, mamma?" 

But Mrs Beresford was not prepared to bestow 
unqualified approval, — visions of white - crested 
billows, capsized boats, and involuntary immer- 
sions, rose quickly in her imagination, and held 
her mute. 

"O mamma!" cried laughing Gertrude, "I see 
how it is — ^you have not forgotten your old dread 
of mighty ocean ! But don't you think the plea- 
sure of seeing Bertha will give you courage to 
trust yourself once more upon its waves 1" 

"Yes, I think it will," said Mrs Beresford, in 
tones of quiet decision. " But what thinks Mrs 
Howard of your plan V* 

"That nothing could be more desirable, dear 
friend ; and may it prove productive of much good 
to you all" 

"Then, papa, it is decided, is it not?" asked 
Gertrude. " Now do say yes ! " 

But at that moment the postman's double knock 
was heard, and a servant entered with letters. 

" * Miss Beresford,' that is for you, Edith — * Miss 
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Gertrude Beresford,' — I believe that means me! 
who is it from ? Lena ! How glad I am to hear 
from her once more !*' and, in another moment, 
Gertrude was silently perusing her friend's letter. 

" And who \%your correspondent, Edith 1" asked 
Mrs Beresford. 

" Mrs Dunbar, mamma; and she writes so 
sweetly! But there is something in her letter 
which may perhaps affect our plans — shall I read 
it % She says, — 

" * We are anxious to hear what arrangements you 
have made about the hoUdays, and where you think 
of spending them. But ere you take a fiirther 
flight, come to me, dear Edith, for much I need 
the comfort of your presence. I cannot tell you 
how my heart yearns for one to whom my precious 
child was so dear ;' " but as Edith read the last few 
words, her voice trembled, and she was fain to 
pause. 

** You shall go, dear," said Mrs Beresford ; " and 
may God help you to comfort that mother's heart!" 

Edith smiled gratefully — for well had Mrs Beres- 
ford anticipated her desire. " But, Sweden ?'* she 
said, hesitatingly. 

" That can be easily arranged," said Mr Beres- 
ford, kindly. "We shall have to pass through 
London en route for Hull, whence the steamers 
staxt ; so, if you would lite to join our friend at 
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once, it will only be preceding us for a few days. 
When Gertrude has packed up her wardrobe, we 
will follow and take you up on our way. But 
what is the matter with the child % I have not heard 
her voice for full five minutes !" 

"Papa," said Gertrude, looking up from her 
letter, " you really are quite insulting ! What do 
you mean by making such an insinuation ?'* 

" I think the inference is pretty plain," replied 
her father, laughing. " But are we not to know 
what that deeply interesting epistle contains ?" 

" Do you think you deserve it?" asked Gertrude, 
with a mischievous little pull at his once dark locks. 
" But mamma does, so you shall reap the benefit 
of reflected goodness." 

It was a curious compound of grave and gay — 
that little lady's letter — and vividly it brought to 
mind the little lady's own bright self. With true, 
warm-hearted sympathy she alluded to their recent 
loss — for, beneath that arch exterior, there was a 
fount of deep and tender feeling. But ere long 
her pen resumed its old vivacity. 

" I ought to have written to you sooner, dear 
Gertie, and you do right to be angry, for I am 
forced to acknowledge that the evil goddess * pro- 
crastination ' had a good deal to do with it. But, 
be gentle upon mine infirmities, I pray thee, and 
take thy revenge by * heaping coals of fire upon 
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my head!' There; you are feeling quite good- 
tempered again, are you noti and the milk of human 
kindness is bubbling up in little streams of forgive- 
ness — making you wonder where your desk is, that 
you may send some token thereof to the *wee 
woman ' who trembles in fear of your displeasure. 

"And now, having appeased your wrath, per- 
chance it may please you to lend an attentive ear 
to a certain little plan of mine. You know that 
Ada and myself have long contemplated a tour in 
search oi i\it picturesqtie ; but fortune, hitherto, has 
frowned upon our wishes. Now, more propitious, 
she deigns to smile 3 and we hope to find ourselves, 
ere long, investigating the beauties of the Rhine. 
But — and * hereby hangs a tale !* — we are no mono- 
poHstSj and fain would see others lost in admira- 
tion as well as ourselves. In other words, dear 
Gertie, we want you and Edith to join our party, 
and thus double our pleasure." 

" There, papa ! what do you say to that ?" asked 
Gertrude ; '* really it is very perplexing tO have 
a choice of pleasures." 

Mr Beresford smiled at her puzzled, thoughtful 
look ; but in another moment her brow unbent, and 
she joyfully exclaimed, — 

" Why should they not change their route and 
go with us ! I am sure they will see the picturesque 
to perfection in Sweden " 
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**But perchance they may not think so," said 
Mr BeresforA 

Gertrude shook her head incredulously; evidently 
she had strong faith in her own powers of persua- 
sion, and doubted not to win the day. 

" I know dear Bertha will accord them a hearty 
welcome," she said ; " so, dear friends all, if you 
do not object, I will write at once to Lena and ask 
her about it" 

" Do so, my child," said Mrs Beresford; " she is 
a dear little thing, and her brightness will, I hope, 
help to disperse the cloud that rests on our Edith's 
brow." 

" Dear mamma !" said Edith; *' but Ada —is not 
she to be consulted ?" 

" See how Edith maintains the dignity of elder- 
sisterhood !" cried Gertrude. " Yes ! Ada shall be 
consulted, so please write a line to her, whilst I 
tell Lena all about it." 

Quickly were the desks brought out, the missives 
penned, and despatched to the post, — then, busi- 
ness matters satisfactorily arranged, they once more 
gathered around " dear Mrs Howard." 

" Cannot you and Clara go with us ]" pleaded 
Gertrude. " It will be only partial pleasure, after 
all, if we leave j'^^ behind !" and warmly did Edith 
second her appeal. 

"Thank you, my children, but my travelling 
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days are past ; I shall, however, sympathise in 
your enjoyment, and, thus obtain a share mysel£" 

" The united attractions of our friends' society, 
and a lengthened sea-voyage, are perfectly irresis- 
tible," wrote Lena ; " so, dear Gertie, it is no self- 
denial to relinquish the Rhine in favour of mystic 
* Svea,' that land of the brave old Vikings ! Only 
let us know when the steamer starts, and we will 
be ready to meet you." 

So Gertrude was right after all ; and there was 
not a single loop-hole through which poor Mr 
Beresford could creep, though sundry qualms 
began to invade his peace of mind when the 
matter was finally settled. 

" My dear," he said to his wife, " I am not quite 
sure whether this sea-voyage will suit you or not ; 
don't you think we had better content ourselves in 
England?" 

But Mrs Beresford quietly said, " No !" With 
anxious affection she had noted many symptoms of 
failing health in her husband and eldest daughter; 
and a private conference with their kind physi- 
cian, confirmed her in the opinion that a visit to 
their Swedish friends was most desirable. And, 
to her unselfish nature, these considerations were 
quite sufficient to overcome any disinclination she 
might previously Vvave tdt to crossing the world 
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of waters. " I believe," she added, smiling, " that 
I shall prove a better sailor than you anticipate." 

"Better, perchance, than papa himself," said 
Gertrude, mischievously. " I really think he is 
half inclined to withdraw from the expedition, and 
wishes to make j^^^ an excuse for doing so !" 

" You richly deserve to remain at home for such 
a speech as that, Miss Gertrude !" said her father ; 
" but," he added, kindly, " bring me the paper and 
we will see what we can make out about the 
steamers." 

Gertrude obeyed most willingly. "Hull to 
Gotheburg," read Mr Beresford ; " yes — that will 
have to be our route." 

"But, papa," said Gertrude, "would it not be 
better to go overland, and see something of other 
countries ?" 

"Yes, dear, if time and trouble were no con- 
sideration — but with us they are. You forget that 
travelling is not quite so easily managed on the 
continent as it is in England." 

"And we must not forget the children," said 
Edith. "On their account our time must be 
limited, though their parents are so kind and 
considerate." 

" Then, mamma, you must e*en make up your 
mind to be rocked to sleep on the bosom of the 
ocean," said Gertrude, " for I suppose we shall be 
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some days in going to Gothebuig ; shall we not, 
papal" 

" I wonder if it has ever entered into your 
thoughtless little head to inquire how we are to 
proceed when we reach Gotheburg]" asked her 
father. 

" Yes," said Edith ; " I remember Herr Rein- 

hardt told us that there was no railway to A ; 

and I believe ^ stage coaches' and 'omnibuses' are 
equally unknown in that part of the country." 

" Oh," cried Gertrude, " I am sure our friends 
will help us out of that difficulty, so do not let us 
meet troubles half-way. I wiU write at once, and 
tell them we are coming ! " 

Pass we rapidly over the next few days — spent 
by Edith in the London home of her much-loved 
friend, Mrs Dunbar; where her spirit was refreshed, 
and her heart comforted, by the cheerful resignation 
which she daily witnessed. For, in Mrs Dunbar's 
utter forgetfulness of self — in her untiring efforts to 
minister to the necessity of others — she realised a 
reproach to her own more selfish sorrow ; and the 
parting words of that honoured friend sunk deep 
into her heart, as she resolved, with God's help, to 
follow the advice so affectionately given : — " I feel 
sure, dear Edith, that you will surmount all your 
troubles when you are once more fairly started in 
yom noble work. Yout best resource is occupa- 
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tion, with prayer. Strive, therefore, to be fully 
engaged in the service of One who never disap- 
points — never falls short of our expectations. I 
shall be glad to hear that the little ones have 
returned to you, for I feel sure you will soon view 
the past in the lovely and wholesome way so beau- 
tifully recommended by dear Mrs Howard. May 
God bless you, dear Edith, and restore your tender 
heart to joy and peace ; your kindness to our pre- 
cious child will never be forgotten by us." Mean- 
while, busy were the preparations at Sunnyside for 
the intended excursion, and great was Gertrude's 
delight when the last trunk was packed, and all 
declared in readiness for departure. But still — 
there was a drawback. 

" Dear Mrs Howard," she whispered, as the last 
adieus were said, " what shall I do without you to 
keep me right ? But you will pray for me, will you 
not?" 

" Indeed I will, dear girl; and may our Heavenly 
Father watch over you and yours, and bring you 
back in safety to your home !" 

Quickly the mighty power of steam carried them 
on their way through the sunny fields and flowery 
hop-gardens of the South, — then on, through the 
great, smoky, bustling, restless city of the Thames — 
where Edith joined them — to the fens of Cambridge- 
shire and the beautiful dales of the further North ; 
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until, just as the evening shadows were gathering 
round, they reached their point of embarkation — 
HuU. 

And then what a gladsome meeting! for Ada 
and Lena were there, all ready to welcome their 
friends ; and warm indeed that welcome was ! The 
bright eyes of merry Lena sparkled with all their 
old vivacity; and Ada — sweet, graceful, sensible 
Ada — ^greeted Edith with the same true-hearted 
affection that beamed in her soul-lit smile, when 
last they wandered together in the rocky glens of 
Heathercliff. 

But not much time was there for friendship's 
greeting, or aught beside ; for darker were growing 
the shadows, and ere nightfall they must be on 
board the steamer. And there — after some inevi- 
table delay in looking after that, which, when ladies 
travel, is always being lost, and ever in the way — 
they found themselves deposited, with strangely 
mingled feelings of satisfaction and discomfort : 
satisfaction, inasmuch as their floating home was 
in every way all they could expect ; but discom- 
fort — Reader, have you ever passed the night in 
one of those strange-looking things designated 
"berths'?" Then you can understand poor Mrs 
Beresford's dismay, when, all anxious for repose, 
she found no better resting-place awaited her than 
one oi what she deemed a Ikt of shelves ! Nor 
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was it without some apprehension, we opine, that 
Mr Beresford made trial of so novel a couch; 
but all this was food for fun to merry Lena. 
Thanks to her bright, sunny influence, the smiles 
once more illumined Edith's face, and — Mrs Beres- 
ford was well content. 

"O dear, what is the matter!" was Gertrude's 
half-sleepy, half-fearful exclamation, as, ere the 
mom had fairly dawned, she was roused from her 
slumbers by a strange medley of most unusual 
sounds. There was clanging of chains, creaking of 
wheels, rushing of water ; and, mingled with these, 
the hurried tramp of the sailors on deck, as they 
hastened to and fro in obedience to their captain's 
orders. What could it all mean % " Edith ! Edith ! " 
she exclaimed, in a state of great excitement, " how 
can you sleep with such a commotion over head ? 
something dreadful must be going to happen !" 

Poor Edith started up in great alarm, though 
scarcely comprehending the cause; whilst mischief- 
loving Lena indulged in a merry ringing laugh, at 
her friend's evident discomfiture. 

" Fine sailors you are," she exclaimed ; " I 
wonder how you will feel by and by !" and as she 
spoke the vessel gave a sudden lurch which all but 
caused the four young friends to make acquaintance 
with the floor of their little cabin, and effectually 
roused poor Edith to a sense of imminent da.n%^^. 
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^ "Ada, what is the meaning of all thisi That 
saucy sister of yours does nothing but laugh at our 
fright; but I am sure there must be something 
wrong!" 

Now Ada had been afloat before, so she knew 
perfectly well what it all meant ; but Lena's exam- 
ple was contagious, and, naughty girl, she offered 
no explanation. 

Another lurch and another shake — then, freed 
from all restraint, the noble ship bounded on her 
way; and Lena laughed in merry triumph over the 
fears which, through ignorance of sailor-craft, had 
magnified the bustle of starting into some strange, 
unknown danger. 

But Morpheus was completely routed ; and ere 
long the friends were on deck, watching the fast- 
receding shores of dear old England, as they 
gleamed dimly in the clear gray of early morning. 
There they were soon joined by Mr and Mrs 
Beresford, whose rest those unaccustomed sounds 
had likewise rudely broken— strengthening, there- 
by, Mr Beresford's internal conviction that he had 
done a very foolish thing in relinquishing the com- 
forts of his own home for the doubtful pleasures of 
a sea trip. But not so with Mrs Beresford. Her 
spirits rose as his descended; and Gertrude's prog- 
nostications seemed in a fair way of being ful- 
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Long they lingered on the spacious deck of the 
Gustaf' JVasa, attracted there by the increasing 
beauty of the scene they fast were leaving. 
Through the clear gray sky the glorious orb of day 
was slowly breaking; and one by one the lofty 
points of England's eastern cliffs were lighted up 
by his rosy beams. Prominent above the rest 
gleamed Flamborough Head ; and oft the eye was 
turned to it, as to a well-known friend of former 
years. For just beyond stretched Scarborough's 
rock-bound bay; and on its golden sands they oft 
had wandered in happy freedom, when the summer 
months claimed a temporary release from the re- 
straints of study. " Ah ! those were happy days;" 
and with a sigh Edith linked her arm in Ada's, and 
began in thoughtful mood to pace the deck. But 
soon she disappeared below, to be followed ere 
long by Mr Beresford, who, in the seclusion of his 
cabin, repented most heartily of ever having put 
his foot on board. And there he remained during 
the rest of the voyage — lamenting no doubt his 
hard fate in having been beguiled into such a 
combination of discomforts — whilst Mrs Beresford 
enjoyed perfect immunity from the evils he had so 
feelingly deprecated for her. 

Gallantly the noble vessel held on her course, 
bounding over the crested billows like a thing of 
life. No adverse wind was suffered to impede, or 
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storm to imperil ; but brightly the sun illumined her 
track by day and the moon's fair beams by night 
And rare indeed was the enjoyment thus conferred 
upon some hearts at least ! To poor Mr Beresford 
the weather was a matter of perfect indifference ; 
but Edith reappeared on deck after a temporary 
absence, and soon her blanched cheek regained a 
tinge of colour as she inhaled the pure fresh breeze 
of ocean, and aroused herself to return the playful 
badinage of light-hearted Lena. And never did 
the little knot of friends grow weary of the new 
scene around them ; never did they cease to admire 
God's wonders in the deep. Whether the bright 
waves danced in the morning light, sparkled in 
tlie noonday sun, or softly gleamed beneath the 
silvery moon, they ever wore a charm for them ; 
and Gertrude found new cause to think " our God 
is love!" 

All too soon the Danish coast was sighted — a 
signal that their pleasant voyage was almost ended; 
but, as they steamed up the Skager Rack, eager 
became the look-out for Sweden's friendly shore, 
where well they knew a warm welcome awaited 
them. And, as the Skaw was rounded, intense 
became their excitement; for there, looming 
straight before, though still in the far distance, were 
the rocky terraces of Sweden's western capital. 
But, between rolled the waters of the Cattegat, and 
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broad the channel seemed that yet divided the ex- 
pectant friends. Too slow was now the steamer's 
speed; impatience deemed her loitering on her 
way, and Gertrude once again was heard to say, — 
" There must be something wrong!" Even Mr 
Beresford emerged from his long seclusion, under 
the influence of the general excitement ; and though 
his appearance was somewhat ghostly y it was never- 
theless hailed ^lith many indications of delight; for 
the kind indulgent father was dearly prized by alL 
And now the wide expanse of waters gradually con- 
tracts, for the Gustaf-Wasa is entering the broad 
outlet of the Gotha-elf. But another moment, and 
Gotheburg itself rises clear and distinct amid its 
rocks, and our travellers feel that they are in Swe- 
den ! But not on Swedish soil — oh, no ! Another 
consultation must be held ere that can be achieved ; 
for time had been too short for an answer from their 
Swedish friends ere leaving England, and now they 
are not a little puzzled how to proceed. But who 
is that whose tall form towers above the rest, as he 
makes his way on deck — claiming respect from the 
rough sailors around, alike by clerical garb and grave 
dignified demeanour ] See, he evidently recognises 
some well-known face ; for, with outstretched hand 

he hastens forward, and 

" Mamma ! papa ! " exclaims Gertrude, in tones 
of glad surprise, " there is Pastor Reinhardt 1 " 
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Yes—" Pastor Reinhardt ! " And now all diffi- 
culties vanish, all perplexity is at an end ; for, as 
he grasps their hands in friendly greeting, and wel- 
comes them with hospitable warmth to his native 
land, he tells them that his own carriage is waiting 
to convey them on their journey, and Bertha — 
sweet, loving Bertha — anxiously awaiting their arri- 
val at A . 

Need we say what an immense relief this was to 
Mr Beresford, who, truth to tell, was little able to 
undertake the arrangements for such a journey him- 
self; nor how the ladies thanked their "friend-in- 
need,'' who, regardless of his own trouble, had come 
thus opportunely to their aid. 

" I like your ' Pastor Reinhardt,' '' whispered 
Lena in Gertrude's ear. " He does not expend his 
friendship in words ^ but proves it by deeds ; " and 
never did the little lady make a truer speech. 

But a journey of many miles was yet before them, 
and no delay must be suffered to retard their de- 
parture, if A and Bertha were to be reached 

ere nightfall. Leaving, then, their luggage to fol- 
low in the charge of a servant, right merrily they 
packed themselves within the pastor's capacious 
carriage, caring little for the somewhat close quar- 
ters their numbers necessitated. And even Mr 
Beresford's pale cheek assumed a more healthful 
tint, as the horses spiaiig ^^a^ ^owaxd— carrying 
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them quickly through the wide streets of Gothe- 
burg, along the shady banks of its intersecting 
canals, and over the noble bridge which is its 
southern outlet 

Yet more delightful became the drive as they left 
the city far behind, winding around the sloping 
hills with their terraced gardens — so rich in almost 
southern foliage that Italian travellers have not in- 
aptly compared the scene to some in their own fair 
land, — ^then on to the wilder regions beyond ; now 
across the neck of some fantastic promontory, shoot- 
ing far into the Cattegat ; now along the smooth 
sea-beach, with the white surf breaking within a few 
yards of their carriage wheels. But Lena looked 
in vain for the gigantic pine forests and stupendous 
cliflfs which her romance-loving imagination had 
identified with every thought of Sweden. The sum- 
mits of the headlands were clothed with birch ; in 
the rounded bays between, fairy-like islets seemed 
to float upon the glassy waves; and loveliness 
usurped the place of grandeur. Poor Lena ! 

Perchance the pastor divined her thoughts, for 
there was quiet amusement in that grave smile of 
his, as he said, — 

"I fear. Miss Gertrude, your friends will not 
see the 'picturesque' to such perfection as you 
have led them to suppose, for our poor province 
of Halland is by no means a fair specimen of 
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Sweden's natural beauties" — a fact which, by the 
way, Lena was very glad to hear; for, as they 
entered that province, the country became gradu- 
ally less interesting, and the coast, along which 
the road continued to wind, assumed a very bleak 
and dreary aspect. But there was more than 
enough of novelty in the long sea-side drive and its 
accompaniments, to make amends for all defects 
in point of scenery. The picturesque costume of 
the peasants — the women in their red jackets, short 
blue skirts, and close snow-white caps — formed a 
strong contrast to the sober hue which pervades 
the attire of our own labouring classes. And for 
politeness ! our travellers found cause to think that 
Sweden had not its compeer throughout the globe. 
Each rustic's hat was raised at their approach, with 
nature's own instinctive courtesy; whilst the friendly 
" Got dag," (good day,) made them feel no longer 
in a land of strangers. Each resting-place was 
also the source of some new pleasurable feeling. 
In the village of Kongsbacha, where first they 
halted, the dull red paint of its wooden edifices 
reminded them that they were not in England; 
but the ready hospitality of its nural inhabitants 
rivalled even that of their own dear northerners. 
The handsome town of Warburg claimed less at- 
tention, because less peculiar; but, as tliey once 
more emerged into the open country, the red 
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dwellings with their white-curtained windows, in 
which bloomed many of England's flowers ; their 
open doors, all innocent of locks^ (for Sweden is an 
honest country, dear reader !) giving entrance free 
to the primitive parlour, with its fragrant carpet of 
spruce or pine, and curious stoves of variegated 
tiles, — they found again enough to interest, if not to 
dazzle. And then the meeting ^\iv^ awaited them. 
To Edith and Gertrude that alone sufficed to in- 
vest the whole country with a wondrous charm ; 
and under the magic influence of love, gray rocks 
and barren moors grew strangely beautiful; for, 
after all, it was Bertha, and not Sweden, they had 
come so far to see ! 

But already they were at Falkenburg, a small 
town not far distant from the shore, where Lena's 
romance suffered a second shock ; for there the 
descendants of "the brave old Vikings" had de- 
generated into a race of peaceable fishermen ! Yet 

a few miles inland, and A itself was reached. 

Amidst rising hills dear Bertha's home at length 
was seen, — nay, but a few short moments more, 
and Bertha's self was clasped within her friends' 
embrace ! 

" Dear Mrs Beresford, how kind this is of you !" 
and the same sweet April face of old smiled, 
through its joyous tears, the heart's fond welcome. 
" Edith ! Gertrude ! how happy you have made 
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me ! And Mr Beresford, too ! It is so good of 
you all to have come." 

But Bertha did not forget that two young 
strangers awaited her welcome. With all her for- 
mer winning grace she turned to Ada and Lena, 
and by both words and manner made them feel, 
at once, that they were to her, thenceforward, 
friends. 

And Hilda % Yes ! she is there also, peeping 
shyly from behind " mamma " at the not yet quite 
recognised visitors. But soon light dawns upon 
her puzzled mind ; the little face grows bright with 
some pleasurable thought ; the large blue eyes look 
wistfully around, and " Lilla flikka % " falls in tones 
of inquiry from the rosy lips. " Hush ! hush !" says 
mamma, in an admonitory whisper ; but the little 
one is not to be so silenced. The want of her 
heart will make itself heard, and in almost for- 
gotten English she asks impatiently for "Lilian, 
little Lilian." Then, frightened at the startled 
silence which is the only answer to her unlooked- 
for question, the big tears gather in Hilda's eyes, 
and the rising sob warns papa to carry her quickly 
away, ere the baby grief spreads sadness over 
their happy meeting. 

But Edith's Hps were trembling with suppressed 
emotion, as Bertha lovingly entwined her arm 
around her, and led the way into the interior of the 
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house ; for this little scene had taken place upon 
its very threshold. 

"I have not dared to tell Hilda about your little 
Lilian," she said, " for I feared to make her ill — she 
loved her so much ! But we will talk of that after 
— now you must have some refreshment;" and with 
infinite kindness were the tired travellers cared for 
by both host and hostess. 

" To think of you crossing the sea, dear Mrs 
Beresford, just to see me!" said Bertha, as she 
busied herself in numberless little attentions for 
her comfort " I hope our good God calmed the 
winds for your dear sake !" 

" Indeed, we had a delightful passage," replied 
Mrs Beresford ; " and all my fears vanished as soon 
as I had once decided to come." 

" Yes," said Mr Beresford, " she took us all by 
surprise ; in fact, I believe she was the best sailor 
amongst us." 

" Speak for yourself, papa, but not for others !" 
said mischievous Gertrude. " I do not think you 
had much opportunity of judging how they fared ! " 

" Particularly when they first started P^ said 
Lena, in a quiet under tone ; but which, however, 
had the effect of rendering Miss Gertrude instan- 
taneously mute. 

Quickly was the travelling costume exchanged 
for one more suited to the evening circle; and 
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then all emerged, refreshed, from their various 
apartments, and met around the hospitable board 
of their Swedish friends. And, as the pastor rever- 
ently besought God's blessing upon their meal, how 
vividly was that long past evening recalled, when, 
in York House, they even thus had mingled to- 
gether in social intercourse. 

But one wee face was wanting, and more than 
one heart still mourned its absence. 

And other points of difference there were that 
told them they were in another land. That large 
close stove of gaily-coloured tiles, which occupied 
the position of our much-loved English fire-place, — 
which, if it does not spread warmth into the far 
comers with the same impartiality as its porcelain 
neighbour, is, nevertheless, the means of drawing 
together such a pleasant ^^ fireside^ circle, as Swe- 
den's less cheerful stove has never witnessed. 
The curious-looking cakes of dark-brown bread 
— somewhat hke the " oaten cakes" of our own 
northern counties, — and the unfailing cheese, 
which all true Swedes hold an indispensable ad- 
junct to the tea-table — these, and many other 
things there were, which plainly said, "You are not 
in England.** 

But Bertha had brought with her an excellent 
idea of English comfort ; and this our travellers 
found when — after uniting in a simple service of 
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thanks and praise for the mercy which had brought 
them safely through the perils of the deep — they 
retired at an early hour to their spacious, yet cosy 
apartments. 

Tired nature prolonged their slumbers on the 
following morning far beyond the limits that Ger- 
trude had fixed upon in her own mind ; and Carin's 
well-remembered voice first awoke her to a dim 
consciousness of where she was. 

"Breakfast ready!" Oh, how dreadful! what 
had become of all her previous resolutions to 
watch the sun rise on the surrounding hills, and 
explore, whilst the dew-drops yet sparkled upon 
the flowers — Bertha's Anglo-Swedish garden % For, 
be it known to you, dear reader, that in that land 
of mystic heroes and grand achievements, so 
humble a thing as a garden was by no means 
common; and English eyes missed sadly the tiny 
flower-plot which adorns the front of even our 
humblest cottages. But Bertha had revolutionised 
her husband's estate in this respect; and "Frau 
Reinhardt's " English garden was the model upon 
which each sturdy peasant endeavoured to im- 
provise a similar work of beauty. And, as Ger- 
trude lingered for a moment at her open window — 
unable to resist the attractions of the lovely scene 
upon which it looked — she could not but think 
that in the many tokens of peaceful industry which 
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met her eye, there was far better promise of happi- 
ness here and hereafter, than in the turbulent life 
even of " the brave old Vikings." " I must make 
Lena a convert to that opinion," — and thinking thus 
she ran off in search of her friends, and — of the 
breakfast table. 

Then came the pleasant exploration, en masse, 
of Bertha's Swedish home and its little colony of 
dependencies. For Herr Reinhardt was not only 
the pastor and magistrate of two parishes, but also 
owned an extensive estate, and thus the parsonage 
was the centre of a busy field of industry. There 
were the schools, with their funny old-fashioned- 
looking inmates, so like little men and women ; the 
cottages, so beautified by Bertha's taste for flowers, 
and each a marvellous specimen of cleanHness and 
neatness — qualities in which Sweden rivals even 
our own dear land. And in their equally " natty" 
inmates, who could fail to note that charming 
frankness and native politeness which seem so 
characteristic of the Swedish nation ? Even in the 
poorest cottagers, there is a natural grace of man- 
ner and bearing which is irresistibly winning, when 
united, as in them, with simplicity and sincerity of 
character. Then there was the church — ^with its 
curious wooden tower, rising, in graduated steps, 
to the altitude of a steeple ; and, though last, not 
least, the various farmyard pets, and Bertha's dairy! 
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This was the crowning point to Lena's wondering 
admiration at the versatile talent which had enabled 
their hostess so quickly to adapt herself to the 
exigencies of her new position, and from reigning 
a modest little star in London's aristocratic assem- 
blies, gracefully descend to the realities of a much 
more useful existence. 

"And now," said Bertha, opening the door of 
the nursery, " you must see my treasures ! " 

But the treasures were by no means anxious to 
be seen. With a return of all her former shyness, 
Hilda hid her face in Carin's dress ; whilst " baby 
Nina," now a sturdy little damsel of some two 
years old, opened her dark-blue orbs with the same 
wondering gaze as of old, and stoutly resisted all 
attempts at conciliation. 

" My little Nina does not remember you," said 
Bertha, apologetically; "but, Hilda, have you 
nothing to say to your English aunts, about whom 
you have so often talked?" 

No! nothing — ^whilst so many eyes were upon 
her ; but, when all withdrew, save Edith and Ger- 
trude, who lingered behind for a moment, in the 
hope of renewing their old friendship with the 
little ones — then the child regained her courage, 
and nestling timidly to Edith's side, asked, in 
her pretty broken English, why Lily had not 
come. 
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•' Hilda wants her," she added ; " Hilda has 
never forgotten the little girl who gave her pretty 
toy," and, running quickly to her nursery store, she 
returned with that simple memento of childish love 
— so frail, yet, strange to tell, uninjured. "See!" 
she said, holding it up for Edith's inspection v; then, 
astonished at the tears she saw upon her cheek, she 
took alarm, and asked again, in earnest, pleading 
tones— " Where is little Lilian V 

, With an effort, Edith mastered her emotion, 
and thinking the opportunity too favourable to be 
slighted, drew the child kindly towards her, sa)dng 
gently, "Lilian is much happier than she could 
be here^ dear Hilda — she is in heaven.'* 

" In heaven ! " echoed the little one, scarcely 
comprehending what that meant. 

" Yes, dear, in heaven — ^with Jesus and the white- 
robed angels." 

" But — Hilda wants her," sobbed the child. 

" Listen to me, darling, and I will tell you some- 
thing that will make you glad. Little Lilian loved 
her Saviour so much, that she wished to be always 
with Him ; and when He took her to His heavenly 
home, she was quite ready to go.'* 

" But Hilda wants her," reiterated the child. 

"Is not Hilda glad to have a little friend in 
heaven % We often wish we could see our darling ; 
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but, when we think of her as a bright little angel, 
in that happy land where there is no pain, no sin, 
no sorrow, we would not call her back again." 

But all the quicker came the sobs; and Edith 
began to fear she had done wrong, until, with that 
quick transition of feeling which is so characteristic 
of childhood, the sad little face suddenly bright- 
ened, and the child's instinctive faith drew comfort 
from the same deep fount of love which cheers 
each Christian mourner. 

" Hilda loves Jesus, too," she said, " and He 
will take her some day to live with Him and Lily^ 
in that happy home of His ;" and, questioning not 
when that might be, the little one hushed her grief, 
thenceforward picturing to herself the friend so 
loved, as " not lost, but gone before." 

Glad indeed was Bertha to have the truth thus 
gently broken to her child, for her tender mother's 
heart had shrunk from the task. 

" I always have said to Hilda," she remarked, 
" that when you came to visit us, I would ask you 
to invite little Lilian to accompany you ; and when 
Gertrude's letter brought me the mingled tidings of 
joy and sorrow, I wanted the courage to tell her it 
could not be." 

**Dear Bertha, you should not have feared," 
said Edith ; " your little girl is another proof that 
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God's word cannot fail : ' My grace is sufficient 
for thee, and my strength is made perfect in 
weakness.' " 

" And it has been so with you, dear friends," re- 
turned Bertha, affectionately. "How much you 
have passed through since I heard from you before 
— that is," she added, " since you wrote to me, for 
/ have heardj though by voices not perfectly under- 
stood, imperfect being as I am." 

"What do you mean, dear Bertha 1" asked Ger- 
trude. 

"I can scarcely tell you, dearest, — ^but in one 
word, I felt that you were unhappy. I tried to 
overcome the feeling, thinking it was produced by 
an over-excited state of mind; but you were con- 
stantly in my thoughts. Now I know what it was; 
and I know also, better than before, that between 
hearts that love one another there is an electric 
chain of sympathy, which we should better under- 
stand if we were better than we are." 

" Dear Bertha ! What would this weary world of 
ours be without love: *that king of words, carved 
on Jehovah's heart f " exclaimed Gertrude. And 
then she proceeded to speak of Mrs Howard, and 
what she had been to them in every time of grief 
and trial. 

"Yes," said Bertha, "I know Mrs Howard well: 
she is indeed a lovely Christian and true friend. 
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And how thankful we ought to be to our heavenly 
Father, who always, in times of necessity, sends a 
ministering spirit to help and comfort us." 

It was in Bertha's inner drawing-room that the 
friends thus talked " of things new and old ;" and 
there again did Gertrude note that mingling of 
English with Swedish taste, which told how dear 
to Bertha's heart was the remembrance of her resi- 
dence amongst the former. The pretty delicate 
chintz, with its sprays of soft blush-roses, — yes, 
that was well remembered as having been selected 
" long, long ago," in London's busy marts. The 
elegant sewing-machine, — that, too, had oft been 
seen in Bertha's London home, performing 
wondrous things under the skilful direction of 
Bertha's little hand. Nay, each article of furniture 
recalled the memories of " auld langsyne," for all 
had come across the dark-blue sea, to add to the 
charms of the new home the endearing associa- 
tions of the old. 

But we may not pause to enter into details such 
as these, for time presses, and ere long we must 
hasten homewards. Nor must we do more than 
touch upon the many pleasant excursions into 
Halland's more romantic scenery, which their kind 
host took care should not be wanting. There, in 
its remoter regions, Lena found — in mountain, hill, 
and valley — no lack of nature's own wild beauty. 
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And much she loved to roam in the solitude of 
its great shady woods, in which the brown-berry 
wreathed its tendrils, with their bright blossoms, 
so lovingly around the hoary trunks of the ancient 
trees. Verily, gay Lena seemed much more given 
to muse than in days gone by ; and oft would Ger- 
trude surprise her in a thoughtful mood — though 
when she sought to know the cause, the old viva- 
city again returned, to ward off all inquiries. But 
ever and anon would some brief revelation of the 
inner nature give evidence of an increasing force 
of character ; and though, to a careless observer, 
bright Lena might seem to dance through life with 
all the joyous gaiety of a child, — affection's eye 
failed not to note full many a token of the soul's 
awakening, with all its strange mysterious longing 
for something better, something yet unattained. 
And though the charm of former days still lingered 
around her, making her the centre of a little circle 
of sunshine, both at home and abroad — to those 
who knew and loved her she was something more 
than the " winsome fairy" of old. Some unknown 
influence had stirred the founts of dormant feel- 
ing ; and woman's heart, with all its deep, unutter- 
able tenderness, awoke beneath the touch. Thus 
it was, that whilst Gertrude found new cause to 
love and admire the chosen friend of her " happy 
school-days," certain surmisings as to the cause of 
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that change — ^^fdt^ but scarce to be described'* — 
would arise, and — but, dear reader, whatever Ger- 
trude's conclusions, we may not impart them to 
you. 

The fine bracing air of the mountains suited Mr 
Beresford far better than ocearCs breezes ; and 
Edith, too, regained her wonted health amid the 
new scenes of interest by which she was sur- 
rounded. With thankful heart Mrs Beresford saw 
the object of their journey accomplished; and will- 
ingly would she have lingered yet longer in the 
fatherland of those dear friends through whom the 
blessing had descended. But the call of duty 
must be obeyed, and it said — "Return." One 
more Sabbath in that land of warm hospitality and 
genuine kind feeling, and then — ^home ! Yes, one 
more Sabbath ; for there was a rare charm in the 
primitive simplicity which marked God's day of 
rest in that sweet mountain home ; and once again 
would EngHsh hearts unite in the simple services 
of their much-loved Swedish friends. 

Pleasant it was, when the clear tones of the 
morning bell vibrated through the rocky passes, or 
floated sweetly over the fertile valleys, to see the 
sturdy peasants — each at the head of his little 
household — hastening, with frank and manly bear- 
ing, to worship in the house of God. And in the 
hand of each, the carefully-protected prayer-book 
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or psalter — for no one in that favoured land has 
cause to blush because he cannot read. Nay, 
there is a check to ignorance, which few disavow, 
for their pastor may refuse the marriage licence, if 
the eager candidates for wedded bhss know not 
how to certify their wish in writing. And to 
another of Sweden's wise decrees is owing the 
picturesque appearance which her hills and plains 
present on the Sabbath, when to their distant 
church the peasants wend their way over every 
mountain track or grassy path. For, through 
their wooden villages the devastating scourge of 
fire had often raged, reducing to utter ruin a whole 
community in a few short hourSk To ward off such 
disasters, each little homestead thenceforth was 
made the centre of its small domain, and open 
fields interposed their protecting space between 
each neighbour's house. But let us enter with 
them the sacred portal ; and in the simple interior 
we shall see another regulation, which, perchance, 
not all may like so well, though many may own its 
fitness. For there, in separate bandsy the youths 
and maidens perforce must kneel ; the wide aisle 
down the centre dividing the former from their 
fair companions. And, in this, see we not a trace 
of that greater strictness which, of old, marked the 
followers of sainted Luther ? 

But again we linger, unwilling to bid adieu to 
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kindly Svea, and her frank, warm-hearted sons. 
Fain, too, would Bertha detain her friends ; but no, 
it may not be. The word " farewell '' must once 
more chill those loving hearts ; and though hope 
still whispers of another meeting, 'tis harder now 
to part than in the olden time, — so close their brief 
reunion has drawn the ties of sympathy and love. 

" If our good God permit, I will one day bring 
my children to you," were Bertha's last words to 
Edith; "so, dearest, we may still hope to meet 
again." 

" Meet again ! " Sweet words of comfort ! What 
power have they to soothe and charm ! For ever 
do these craving hearts of ours seek something 
beyond the present ; and well for us that so it is ! 
Were it otherwise, we should, perchance, too oft 
forget that this world is not our home. Satisfied 
with the happiness // affords, where would be our 
hope of eternal happiness hereafter 'i Or, lost in 
its whirling vortex of trouble, how could we bear 
our load of earth-bom sorrow, did not that immor- 
tal essence with which God has endued our mortal 
nature, enable us to " look beyond the cloud ]" 

Long was Bertha's graceful figure seen lingering 
upon the threshhold of her home, as she watched 
from thence the carriage which bore her friends 
away. But all too soon the intervening hills for- 
bade that last sad pleasure; and certain unequi- 
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vocal signs of fond regret in Edith and Gertrude, 
made Lena softly say — 

'* Be still, sad heart, and cease repining ; 

Behind the cloud the sun 's still shining. 

Thy fate is the common fate of all ; 

Into each life some rain must fall. 

Some days be dark and dreary." 

But there was a slight tremulousness in the little 
lady's voice as she thus admonished her friends, 
that made Gertrude regard her: curiously; and 
there, in the bright dark eyes,>'sparkled — what, a 
tear ? Yes, a tear ! the tell-tale evidence that Lena 
too had found it was no easy thing to say "fare- 
well!" 

No need to describe the homeward route, for 
in naught it varied from their first experience of 
Swedish travelling. As then, Herr Reinhardt was 
by their side, smoothing every difficulty, and ren- 
dering their debt to him — their courteous host — 
one of no slight magnitude. But once more at 
Gotheburg, their onward journey suffered a few 
days' delay. The pastor, with all the pride of a 
true Swede in the great natural beauties of his 
country, liked not that friends of his should leave 
without one glimpse of its more magnificent scenery. 
And therein, too, was he influenced by that kindli- 
ness of heart, which finds pleasure in bestowing it 
upon others. For Lena's ardent love of "the pic- 
turesque " was not forgotten ; nor the disappoint- 
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ment which cast a passing shadow over the bright- 
ness of her face, when she found that all Sweden's 
hills were not mountains, nor every wood a gi- 
gantic forest 

Thus it came to pass that a short time after their 
arrival at Gotheburg, our travellers found them- 
selves on board one of the little steamers that ply 
up and down the Gothael^ en route for one of 
natiu-e's grandest spectacles — ^the " Falls of Troll- 
hatta.'' Proud and calm is that stately river, upon 
whose tranquil bosom floats many a noble ship ; 
and beautiful — most beautiful — ^the scenery of the 
valley through which it winds. But, further oa, 
that valley is closed in by lofty mountains, over 
which spread gloomy forests, the growth of ages. 
There, the pine is seen alike on the river's brink, 
and waving its sombre branches on each towering 
point above. On, on — through miles of wild mag- 
nificence such as this, calmly floated the little 
steamer ; and Lena's heart throbbed with delight, 
as she gazed, at last, upon nature in her grandeur. 
But when the falls themselves were reached, and 
she stood with Gertrude upon the verge of that 
mighty torrent, who may describe her emotions ? 

It was indeed a scene of rare subUmity, that 
broad, deep river, but erst so tranquil — chafing, as 
it were, in angry mood, at the obstacles thus sud- 
denly opposed to its peaceful progress. From 



220 Realised Wishes. 

fall to fall it bounded on — a broad, bright ridge 
of foam, — now rushing furiously over the edge of 
a rocky precipice, some sixty feet in height, now 
boiling tumultuously in the vast whirlpool at its 
base. With a deep soul-stirring roar it hastened 
on to the valley beyond; where, freed from all 
irritating obstructions, its wrath subsided at once 
into as deep a cahu as though it had never been 
ruffled. And over all this wild tumult of waters 
arose light feathery clouds of sportive spray, filling 
the whole valley with a halo of glory, as it gleamed 
in the golden light of the summer sun. 

AVhat wonder, then, that Lena — ^nay, Gertrude 
also — found words all powerless to express the 
emotions such a scene inspired? What wonder 
if adoration of that Omnipotent Creator, whose 
glory shines in the torrent, and whose voice echoes 
from the rocks, absorbed all lighter feelings ; and 
bowed each soul in lowly reverence before Him 
whose majesty was thus made manifest in His 
works ] 

Long lingered they on that slippery brink, 
fascinated by the new strange beauty, of the scene 
they gazed upon. " O I^ord, how wonderful are 
thy works ! " at length fell involuntarily from Lena's 
lips. 

" Yes," responded a manly voice at Lena'-s side, 
" * the works of the Lord are great, and sought out 
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of all them that have pleasure therein.' Miss Lena, 
how glad I am to find that you are one of them !" 

Lena started in surprise — whose voice was that? 
A quick glance upwards and she saw — could it be 
— Herbert Howard 1 Yes; it was Herbert's self; 
the same "grave student-cousin of Clara's" at 
whose expense she had indulged her penchant for 
mischief in the rocky glens of Heathercliff. But 
why, fair Lena, that rising blush, mantling o'er 
cheek and brow, until they rival the glowing hue 
of the "red, red rose 1" Why is that tell-tale face 
so quickly turned from Herbert's too piercing eyel 
and what unknown emotion causes that fairy foot 
to tremble upon the slippery rock, as it hastily 
retreats from Herbert's side? We know not, 
though Gertrude might perchance enlighten us; 
but this we know, that had it not been for Her- 
bert's arm, bright, winsome Lena would have glad- 
dened the hearts of her friends no more, but have 
been lost to them for ever, amid the raging waters 
ofTrollhatta. 

Startled, bewildered, Gertrude sprang forward 
to Lena's help — but she needed it not. The same 
strong arm that had saved her from a watery 
grave upheld her still, and was not withdrawn 
until the precipice's giddy brink was left far be- 
hind. Then Herbert's old reserve once more 
returned, or else Lena's inexplicable emotion had 
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proved contagious ; for it was in silent embarrass- 
ment that he listened to the warm outpourings of 
her grateful heart. But at last he roused himself. 
"To God be all the glory, Miss Lena; my arm 
would have availed nothing had He not given it 
strength." 

And here Gertrude wisely left them to seek her 
other friends, and acquaint them with Herbert's 
unlooked-for appearance, and Lena's narrow 
escape. With anxious Section they hastened to 
the spot ; but Ada's sister-heart winged her foot- 
steps, and brought her first to that sweet sister's 
side, who had never seemed so dear as when so 
nearly lost 

" God bless you, Mr Herbert, for your care of 
this precious one," she said, after a few moments 
of deep, unutterable emotion. But, tell me, how 
came you in such a perilous position, dear Lenal" 

"I believe my foot slipped," was all the ex- 
planation Lena could give ; for, truth to tell, she 
had not a very clear idea herself of what had 
transpired during the last few moments. Nor 
could she find much more to say to her other 
friends, when they pressed lovingly around her; 
and thankful she was when Gertrude turned their 
attention in another direction by saying, — 

" I do believe no one has ever thought to ask 
Mr Herbert from whence he sprang in that myste- 
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rious manner, startling his friends by suddenly 
appearing on the verge of TroUhatta, when they 
deemed him " 

"Still acting as guardian to certain equally 
mysterious baskets in the glens of Heathercliff 3 is 
that what you would say, Miss Gertrude V 

" Not exactly," replied Gertrude, laughing ; 
whilst Ada quietly remarked, — 

"You have taken a noble revenge, Mr Her- 
bert, and one which I am sure our mischief-loving 
Lena will never forget" 

"Indeed," began Gertrude, somewhat indig- 
nantly; but Lena's little hand was on her lips, and 
her grumblings died away in an almost inarticu- 
late murmur, in which Lena's ear alone could dis- 
tinguish something about " his own fault," " tak- 
ing one by surprise," &c. 

"But," said Mr Beresford, "when are we to 
know to what we are indebted for the pleasure of 
meeting an English friend on Swedish soil?" 

" To hard work in the first place, my dear sir ; 
and its usual result — an enforced rest — ending with 
a tour in search of health. But, thank God, I am 
now myself again, and eager to return to my poor 
sailors." 

"Then you are homeward bound V^ 

"Yes, only lingering a few days by TroUhatta 
before bidding a final adieu to Sweden. I have 
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seen most of its beauties now, I believe, having 
traversed it on foot, with only my knapsack for a 
companion ! " 

" We too are bound for home," said Mr Beres- 
ford — "in fact, I believe we go on board the 
Gustaf- Wasa to-morrow." 

What made Herbert's face so quickly cloud? 
" The Gustaf- Wasa r he said ; " how sorry I am ! 
" My passage is taken on the Alexandra, one of 
the finest packets in the service." 

"Indeed!" returned Mr Beresford; "then I 
think we had better go with you ; for truth to tell, I 
liked not my experience of the Gustaf- Wasa over 
well." 

" I wish you would," exclaimed Herbert, eagerly. 
" The Alexandra has splendid accommodation for 
passengers, and the captain is remarkably obliging 
to ladies J' 

" There, what do you say to that, young ladies ? 
Are you disposed to make trial of this vessel sans- 
pareil, and put to proof the courtesy of her com- 
mander?" 

Of course they were, for what young heart loves 
not novelty ? And though Lena's voice was mute, 
there was a bright glad look in those dark eyes of 
hers, which seemed perfectly satisfactory to Her- 
bert. 

"But when do you start?" asked Mr Beres- 



Realised Wishes. 225 

ford ; " for we must not linger much longer in 

Sweden." 

" On Friday evening," replied Herbert j " will 

that do f 

" I must ask our kind friend, Herr Reinhardt, 

that question," returned Mr Beresford ; " for he has 

hitherto regulated our movements." 

" Yes, I think it will," responded the pastor, with 
a smile. " This is now Tuesday, — to-morrow we re- 
turn to Gotheburg, — so you will thus have time to 
see something more of our western capital than you 
did on your arrival." 

" Be it so, then," said Mr Beresford ; " and now, 
who is inclined to accompany me and Herr Rein- 
hardt to the famous canal of which he has been 
teUing me % Mrs Beresford I claim, of course ; but 
the young people ^" 

" Have also a taste for art as well as for nature," 
said Gertrude ; " is it not so, Edith, Ada, Lena 1" 

" Then, Mr Herbert, I commend them to your 
care; and particularly request that you will not 
allow Miss Lena to venture on any more ' slippery 
rocks,' " said Mr Beresford. 

A noble work of art is that Gotha Canal ; and 
surely no one can note the wondrous track which 
engineering skill has cut through the soUd rocks, 
without paying a just tribute of admiration to the 
memory of Telfourd, one of England's gifted sons ; 
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for he it was who furnished the plans for this vast 
undertaking, and thus conferred upon Sweden a 
lasting benefit. Long had it been deemed desir- 
able, for the promotion of commerce, to render the 
Gotha-elf a connecting link between Lake Wener 
and the Cattegat ; and many were the schemes pro- 
jected, but the mighty Falls of TroUhatta always 
remained an immoveable barrier. All honour, then, 
to him who overcame that seemingly insuperable 
difficulty, and laid the plan for one of man's most 
stupendous achievements! Truly it was a noble 
spirit that deemed it possible to carry ships, of no 
small burden, from the low level of the valley to 
that of the rocks above, where first the falls com- 
mence. And what genius conceived, skill no less 
nobly accomphshed. For vessels now climb every 
hour the strange pathway which has been cut through 
the face of the%soHd rock, — ^rising step above step, 
from sluice to sluice, and from lock to lock, with a 
security and slowness which renders the boldness 
of the undertaking only the more remarkable. 
And steep, indeed, must be the rock through which 
this tremendous water-course is cut ; for within the 
first eight hundred yards, no less than foiuteen 
locks follow one another with such rapidity, that 
the wondering spectator, when standing below, sees 
the whole at a glance, — a large breastwork of most 
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beautiful masonry, rising tier above tier, like the 
steps of a gigantic staircase. We know not if 
any other spot presents so rare a combination as 
this, where the Creator's omnipotent power is seen 
in the mighty falls, and His creatures' skill in the 
wondrous structure by their side! "Perfection" 
is writ on every feature of the former, and art would 
meddle only to injure ; but, to the latter, nature 
has added her own rare beauty, and art derives in- 
creased attraction from the wooded rocks and shady 
slopes which protect her work on every side. 

In wondering delight, our friends wandered in 
these scenes of strange new interest, until the 
shades of evening warned them to seek repose in 
the quiet little inn on the river's brink. There, 
it was said, hung — in days long gone by — a sign 
bearing the very gratifying announcement: " Excel- 
lent bread, beef, and wine to be had here — pro- 
vided you bring them with you ! " But, happily for 
travellers, hospitality is now conducted upon rather 
a different scale, and our friends experienced no 
lack of creature comforts. 

And then how glorious the sunset hour, as seen 
from the windows of their picturesque abode ! 
The magnificence of "the clouds which cradle 
near the sun," added new beauty to the foaming 
waters; for — 
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" How sweet is the smile of the evening sun ; 

How bright, how sublime its beaming ! 
What golden hills of splendour steep, 
The rosy clouds, as they softly sleep. 

Beneath its holy gleaming ! " 

Swiftly passed those last few days, as the friends 
floated dreamily down the Gotha-elf, and explored 
all attractions in and around Gotheburg. Then 
came the final parting; for the last time Herr 
Reinhardt's hand was warmly clasped — and a last 
long farewell breathed to Sweden, and her hospit- 
able sons. Many were the pleasant reminiscences 
thenceforth to be entwined with every thought of 
" mystic Svea f and whilst it was hard to bid adieu 
to its friendly shore, each heart raised its own glad 
tribute of thanksgiving to Him whose loving kind- 
ness had led them thither \ for none there were but 
felt they had some cause for joy. 

Once more, then, are the "homeward-bound" 
afloat upon the mighty ocean, and — Herbert is 
with them. 

Calmly had the sun gone to rest on the previous 
evening, — brightly, too, had his rising beams dawned 
upon the rippling waves, as they left the sheltering 
coast of Sweden, and steamed out into the open 
sea. But now it is noon, and dark clouds are 
gathering o'er the clear blue sky. Fresher grows 
the gentle breeze, curling the edges of the swelling 
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billows, and cresting them with sparkling foam. 
Anxious grows the captain's face, and oft his quick 
eye scans the horizon. Herbert, too, who is pacing 
the deck by Lena's side, seems far from easy \ and 
as the first distant roll of thunder looms faintly 
over the waters, he hastily sends his fair com- 
panion below, and prepares to assist in the coming 
struggle. None too soon is the precaution taken ; — 
another moment, and the ship trembles from stem 
to stem in the fierce grasp of the storm. Higher 
rise the waves as the gale lashes them into fury, 
drenching the decks with masses of blinding spray ; 
loud peals the thunder through the dark vault over- 
head, whilst flash after flash rends the heavens, and 
illumines with a strange livid glare the wild raging 
world of waters below. Tis a scene of dread 
solemnity, and well may it strike fear into every 
heart that putteth not its trust in the Lord ! But, 
to those who recognise His voice in the storm, 
where are its terrors % Though the winds may roar 
fiercely around, the hand of the Lord can restrain 
them ; though the flood may threaten to overwhelm. 
He hath said : " Hitherto shalt thou come but no 
fiirther, and here shall thy proud waves be 
stayed !" 

Strong in faith, Herbert felt no fear, but brought 
all his old nautical experience to bear upon the 
occasion. Wherever help was needed, there he 
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was sure to be found, seconding the captain's 
orders, and cheering on, by word and act, the men 
to do their utmost. And how, meanwhile, pros- 
pered our friends below? With hand clasped in 
hand — calm, composed, but very pale — they awaited 
the manifestation of God's will, for they knew in 
whom they trusted. Perchance Gertrude was less 
resigned ; but she, too, tried to say, " Thy will be 
done." And Lena] Brave little spirit! not once 
did it quail beneath the tempesf s roar ; and when 
Herbert entered the cabin, his qujck ear caught 
the words by which she sought to reassure poor 
trembling Gertrude : " The floods lift up their 
voice, but the Lord on high is mightier than the 
noise of many waters, yea, than the mighty waves 
of the sea;" and as he heard them his heart 

rejoiced, for 

But in a few moments all were gathered around 
him in earnest prayer, and as his voice arose in 
the supplicatory cry of old, " Master, master, we 
perish 1" the spirit of Him who alone can say unto 
the sea, " Peace, be still !" passed over the waters ; 
and, lo ! " the wind ceased, and there was a great 
calm." 



** Why those fears ? — Behold, *tis Jesus 
Holds the helm and guides the ship ; 
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Spread the sail and catch the breezes 
Sent to waft us through the deep, 
To the regions where the mourners cease to weep. 

** Led by Christ, we brave the ocean ; 

Led by Him, the storm defy ! 
Cabn amid tumultuous motion, 

Knowing well our Lord is nigh I 
Waves obey Him, and the storms before Him fly ! 

** Render'd safe by His protection. 

We shall cross the watery waste ; 
Trusting to His wise direction, 

We shall gain the port at last ; 
And with wonder think our toils and dangers past ! 

** Oh, what pleasures there await us ! 

There the tempests cease to roar ; 
There it is that those who hate us. 

Shall molest our peace no more ; 
Trouble ceases on that happy, tranquil shore." 

Yes! the storm was hushed; and as the Sabbath 
sun beamed forth in splendour, those simple strains 
of earnest faith arose upon the still, calm air of 
the Sabbath mom. Grouped upon the deck, the 
hardy sailors stood in reverend attitude; whilst 
many a weather-beaten face shewed signs of emo- 
tion, as, with one voice, they joined in ascribing 
praise to Him who '* holds the helm and guides 
the ship." There, too, were Mr and Mrs Beresford, 
and the four young friends — ^but where was Herbert? 

At the captain's request he stood amidst them 
in his sacred capacity as a minister of the gospel 
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to conduct the service of praise and thanksgiving, 
which each heart desired to offer to Him who had 
been their rock and their defence. And sweet to 
the young evangelist was the task thus imposed ; 
for the glory of his Divine Master was the theme, 
of all others, most dear to him. 

But now the beautiful Litany of our Church is 
read, in the simple impressive manner of one who 
feels its deep and solemn import — whilst fervently 
each kneeling son of ocean responds to its earnest 
appeals. And all the while God's sunshine seems 
to smile upon the bowed assembly, and kisses 
lovingly the tiny wavelets, which ripple so gently 
against the beams of the Alexandra, Then is 
God's Holy Bible reverently opened, and from it 
Herbert reads these words of joyful faith and 
abiding hope : — 

" Behold, God is my salvation ; I will trust, and 
not be afraid : for the Lord Jehovah is my strength 
and my song \ he also is my salvation." 

And as he seeks to glorify his Master, and 
dwells upon His wondrous mercies to the children 
of men, with touching earnestness he endeavours to 
lead the hearts of his hearers to the feet of Him 
who rideth upon the storm; but who, in loving- 
kindness, had preserved them from its dangers^ 
calmed their fears, and thrown the mantle of His 
protecting love around them. 
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Then once more each voice unites in the glad 
song of praise ; and si^veetly over the waters floats 
the triumphant melody, as it ascends in grateful 
adoration to the God of their salvation — 

" O God, our strength, to Thee our song 
With joyful hearts we raise ; 
To Thee, our sure Defence, belong 
All worship, love, and praise. 

'* In trouble's dark and stormy hour 
Thine ear hath heard our prayer ; 
And graciously Thine arm of power 
Hath saved us from despair. 

** And Thou, O ever-gradous Ix)rd, 
Wilt keep Thy promise still. 
If meekly we receive Thy word. 
And strive to do Thy wilL 

" So shall Thy choicest gifts, O Lord, 
Thy faithM people bless ; 
For them shall earth its stores afford. 
And heaven its happiness." 

Sweetly passed the remaining hours of the Sab- 
bath-day, and a deep, calm happiness pervaded 
the little community around whom its hallowing 
influences were thus extended. In a flood of crim- 
son glory the sun disappeared beyond the western 
horizon ; and now beams forth the moon, who, 

**In regal pride. 
Calls forth the stars her steps to guide ; 
Ten thousand hosts that call obey. 
And light with gems her onward way." 



234 Realised Wishes. 

Marvellous is the beauty of the night, and all 
unwilling are our friends to quit the deck, though 
Mrs Beresford impressively warns them that " there 
is danger in the evening air." But she too, good 
lady, lingers, perchance as much enjojdng that 
same forbidden pleasure as any of her young com- 
panions; whilst Mr Beresford, who still prefers 
the Alexandra to the Gmtaf-Wasa, evinces no 
inclination to return to his former seclusion in the 
cabin ! 

In thoughtful mood, Herbert stands aloof — now 
pacing up and down the deck with folded arms, 
now leaning over the bulwarks of the vessel, and 
*gazing abstractedly upon the radiant track which 
reflects the moon's soft splendour. But there is 
somewhat in that grave, deep-searching look of his 
which seems to say that his thoughts are not with 
Nature, however beautiful her aspect. 

No; it is a solemn moment with Herbert; for 
his thoughts are of one in whom his earthly happi- 
ness is centred ; and he seeks to know his Father's 
will before giving utterance to the dearest wish of 
his heart. Long had winsome Leiia been the 
cherished object of his affections ; as the grave, 
shy student, her bright vivacity had irresistibly 
attracted him, and even then he would have sought 
to win her for his own. But Herbert felt that the 
tie which links two lives together was far too sacred 
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to be entered lightly ; and well he knew that no 
union could be complete in its fulness if those who 
were one in heart were not also one in Christ 

Much, therefore, as he admired sweet Lena, he 
dared not seek her for his wife \ for, all charming 
as she was, that one fair " pearl of great price " 
gleamed not upon her brow. And double was the 
obligation which, as a minister of the gospel, he 
felt to unite himself to one who would aid him to 
advance his Master's kingdom, and not retard his 
own heavenward progress. 

But still she hngered in his memory; no other 
had power to obliterate her image. And when 
he saw her fairy form upon the verge of Trollhatta, 
and read in her trembling confusion the sweet 
truth that he too was not forgotten — ^what words 
may speak his joy! Still he waited; for though 
the words which he heard fall from her lips seemed 
to tell him that she recognised her Father's hand 
as seen in the works of His creation, how knew he 
that her heart was touched by His redeeming love? 
But as he lingered by her side, each day evinced 
that so it was ; and when, calm amidst the storm, 
she sought to impart her own firm trust to trem- 
bling Gertrude, the conviction came at length with 
almost overpowering happiness. — "Yes, we are 
one: one in heart, one in faith !" So now, alone, 
he communes with his own heart; and lays his 
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hopes, his wishes, at the feet of the Almighty, with 
the simple confidence of a child in the tender love 
and direction of a Father. But into that inner 
sanctuary we may not pry; though surely the 
blessing must have descended, for Herbert's face 
is cleared from its cloud of care, and hope^ bright 
hope^ reigns in its place. 

But what of Lena % Dear reader, the impression 
made by Herberts words in the glen at Heather- 
cliff had never been effaced. Daily it had strength- 
ened — stirring, up new, ennobling thoughts and pur- 
poses, and making her feel that 

** Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, 

Is our destined end and way ; 

But to live that each to-morrow 

Finds us further than to-day." 

And as thought deepened, the new inner life 
awoke ; and the loving heart, which had hitherto 
lavished its treasures upon things of this world, 
responded to a higher call, and laid itself in rever- 
ence at the Saviour's feet. And was Herbert him- 
self forgotten % No ; as her new inward happiness 
increased, she clung more fondly to the remem- 
brance of him through whom it had first been 
given. With all a woman's intuitive skill, she had 
read his heart, and prized his love. Yes, and 
though she never might meet him again on earth, 
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she would strive to become more worthy of that 
love, more like what his wife should be. 

And hence the deepening thoughtfulness which 
so often puzzled Gertrude, until, with love's free- 
masonry she divined the secret 

But let us return to the deck of the Alexandra, 
Mrs Beresford has gained her point, and succeeded 
in inducing some, at least, of the little group of 
friends to seek the warmer air of the cabin. None 
linger — save Lena and Gertrude ; but the latter is 
fain to obey the warning voice, and Lena is left 
alone. 

Alone ! yes ; but for a moment only. As she 
glances once more across the deep-blue waters, 
which reflect so faithfully the glittering firmament 
above, Herbert's hand is laid on hers, and his 
manly voice trembles with long-suppressed emo- 
tion as he breathes the name of — ^^Lena!^^ 




FINALE. 

I EAR reader, would you know more? 
Listen, then, to the few brief words in 
which the shadowy future shall mingle 
with the already past. For, though 
the joyous peals of the marriage-bells are deemed 
by many the fittest terminal to a tale like this, 
they have not yet sung their benison over the union 
of Lena and Herbert. But ere long their gladsome 
music may greet your ear ; for friends smile approv- 
ingly upon the affection so long tried — so surely 
founded — and Herbert is anxious to claim the fair 
young bride who will be to him so true a " help- 
mat e,^^ 

And what of them whose mingled pilgrim- 
age of joy and sorrow has so long engaged our 
attention] Once more at Sunnyside, they find 
each day new cause for thankfulness to Him whose 
banner over them is love — and Edith realises,' more 
fully than before, the sustaining power of that 
gracious promise, " They that wait upon the Lord 
shall renew their strength." Mrs Dunbar's words 
are not forgotten, — ^gathering around her the dear 
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little lambs of Christ's flock, she earnestly pursues 
her "noble work," striving to lead them in the 
same glorious path which " angel Lily " trod whilst 
on earth, so that they may rejoice with her here- 
after in the presence of their Saviour. Fondly 
remembered is that dear child by all her young 
companions, but more especially by Rose — ^her 
"sister-friend" — whose sympathising little heart 
now clings with increased affection to the mother 
of one she loved so well. 

Closer and firmer grows the bond of union be- 
tween the Beresfords and the Howards — ^whilst 
Gertrude's love for the true friend who " helps to 
keep her right^^ is a compound of affection and 
reverence which she finds it hard to describe. 

But have the impressions made by the early with- 
drawal of darling Lilian waned away % Better, dear 
reader, than any words of mine, will this sweet 
hymn of Bonar's answer that question : — 

** Thy way, not mine, O Lord, 
However dark it be ! 
Lead me by Thine own hand — 
Choose out the path for me. 

" Smooth let it be or rough. 
It will be still the best ; 
Winding or straight, it leads 
Right onward to Thy rest 
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" I'dare not choose my lot : 
I would not if I might ; 
Choose Thou for me, my Grod, 
So shall I walk aright 

"The kingdom that I seek 
Is Thine; so let the way 
That leads to it be Thme, 
Else I must surely stray. 

** Take Thou my cup, and it 
With joy and sorrow fill, 
As best to Thee may seem ; 
Choose Thou my good and ill. 

** Choose Thou for me my friend, 
My sickness or my health ; 
Choose Thou my cares for me. 
My poverty or wealth. 

** Not mine, not mine the choice. 
In things or great or small ; 
Be Thou my guide, my strength— 
My wisdom and my all. " 



THE END. 
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